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AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


Duke,  living  in  banishment. 

Frederick,  his  brother,  and 
usurper  of  his  dominions. 

Amiens,    )  lords  attending  on 

Jaques,     I  the  banished  Duke. 

LeBeau,  a  courtier  attending 
on  Frederick. 

Charles,  wrestler  to  Fred- 
erick. 

Oliver, 

Jaques, 

Orlando, 

Adam,   )  .   ^    r\^^ 

Denis,  )  ^^''^^^^^  t°  O^'^'^''- 


sons  of  Sir  Roland 
de  Bois. 


Touchstone,  a  clown. 
Sir  Oliver  Martext,  a  vicar. 
Corin,       \    u     u    a 
SiLVius,     [shepherds. 

William,  a  country  fellow,  in 

love  with  Audrey. 
A  person  representing  Hymen. 

Rosalind,    daughter    to    the 

banished  Duke. 
Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phebe,  a  shepherdess. 
Audrey,  a  country  wench. 


Lords,  pages,  and  attendants,  etc 

Scene — First  {a?td  ill  act  ii.  sc.  3),  near  Oliver  s  house ; 

afterwards,  partly  in  the  usurper's  court,  and 

partly  in  the  Forest  of  Arden. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.  Oliver'.s  orchard. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Or-I.  As  I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  fashion, — 
he  bequeathed  me  by  will  but  poor  a  thousand  crowns  ; 
and,  as  thou  sayest,  charged  my  brother,  on  his  blessing, 
to  breed  me  well  :  and  there  begins  my  sadness.  My 
brother  Jaques  he  keeps  at  school,  and  report  speaks  gold- 
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enly  of  his  profit  :  for  my  part,  he  keeps  me  rustically  at 
home,  or,  to  speak  more  properly,  stays  me  here  at  home 
unkept ;  for  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  my 
birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  stalling  of  an  ox  ?  His 
horses  are  bred  better ;  for,  besides  that  they  are  fair  with 
their  feeding,  they  are  taught  their  manage,  and  to  that 
end  riders  dearly  hired  :  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  nothing 
under  him  but  growth  ;  for  the  which  his  animals  on  his 
dunghills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I.  Besides  this 
nothing  that  he  so  plentifully  gives  me,  the  something  that 
nature  gave  me  his  countenance  seems  to  take  from  me  : 
he  lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place 
of  a  brother,  and,  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my 
gentility  with  my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that 
grieves  me;  and  the  spirit  of  my  father,  which  I  think  is 
within  me,  begins  to  mutiny  against  this  servitude  :  I  will 
no  longer  endure  it,  though  yet  I  know  no  wise  remedy  how 
to  avoid  it. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  master,  your  brother. 

Orl.  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  shalt  hear  how  he  will 
shake  me  up.  [Ada;n  retires. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Oh'.  Now,  sir !  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orl.  Nothing:  I  am  not  taught  to  make  anything. 

Oh'.  What  mar  you  then,  sir  ? 

Orl.  Marry,  sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 
God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours,  with  idle- 
ness. 

Oh'.  Marry,  sir,  be  better  employed,  and  be  naught  a- 
while  ! 

Orl.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  husks  with  them  ? 
What  prodigal's  portion  have  I  spent,  that  I  should  come 
to  such  penury.? 

Oil.  Know  you  where  you  are,  sir  ? 

Orl.  O,  sir,  very  well :  here  in  your  orchard. 

Oil.  Know  you  before  whom,  sir  .'' 

Orl.  Ay,  better  than  him  I  am  before  knows  me.  I 
know  you  are  my  eldest  brother ;  and,  in  the  gentle  con- 
dition of  blood,  you  should  so  know  me.  The  courtesy  of 
nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  first- 
born ;    but  the  same  tradition  takes  not  away  my  blood, 
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were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us  :  I  have  as  much  of 
my  father  in  me  as  you  ;  albeit,  I  confess,  your  coming 
before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 

O/i.  What,  boy  ! 

Or/.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young  in  this. 

O//.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Or/.  I  am  no  villain  :  I  am  the  youngest  son  of  Sir  Ro- 
land de  Bois  ;  he  was  my  father;  and  he  is  thrice  a  villain 
that  says  such  a  father  begot  villains.  Wert  thou  not  my 
brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from  thy  throat  till 
this  other  had  pulled  out  thy  tongue  for  saying  so  :  thou 
hast  railed  on  thyself. 

Ada  III.  \coji!i/!i^  forward]  Sweet  masters,  be  patient : 
for  your  father'sremembrance,  be  at  accord. 

0/i.  Let  me  go,  I  say. 

Or/.  I  will  not,  till  I  please  :  you  shall  hear  me.  My 
father  charged  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  education  : 
you  have  trained  me  like  a  peasant,  obscuring  and  hiding 
from  me  all  gentleman-like  qualities.  The  spirit  of  my 
father  grows  strong  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it : 
therefore  allow  me  such  exercises  as  may  become  a  gentle- 
man, or  give  me  the  poor  allottery  my  father  left  me  by 
testament ;  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

0/t.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  —  beg  ?  —  when  that  is 
spent  }  Well,  sir,  get  you  in  :  I  will  not  long  be  troubled 
with  you  ;  you  shall  have  some  part  of  your  will  :  I  pray 
you,  leave  me. 

Or/.  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes  me  for 
my  good. 

O/i.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog ! 

Adam.  Is  "old  dog"  my  reward  ?  Most  true,  I  have 
lost  my  teeth  in  your  service. —  God  be  with  my  old  mas- 
ter! he  would  not  have  spoke  such  a  word. 

S^Exeiint  Or/ando  and  Adam. 

O/i.  Is  it  even  so  }  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  }  I  will 
physic  your  rankness,  and  yet  give  no  thousand  crowns 
neither. —  Holla,  Denis  ! 

Efifer  Denis. 

Den.  Calls  your  worship  .'' 

O/i.  Was  not  Charles  the  duke's  wrestler  here  to  speak 
with  me  ? 
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Den.  So  please  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  impor- 
tunes access  to  you. 

Oil.  Call  him  in.  \Exit  Denis.']  —  'Twill  be  a  good 
way  ;  and  to-morrow  the  wrestling  is. 

Etiter  Charles. 

Cha.  Good  morrow  to  your  worship. 

Oli.  Good  morrow,  Monsieur  Charles. — What's  the  new 
news  at  the  new  court  .'* 

Cha.  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  sir,  but  the  old  news  : 
that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banished  by  his  younger  brother 
the  new  duke  ;  and  three  or  four  loving  lords  have  put 
themselves  into  voluntary  exile  with  him,  whose  lands  and 
revenues  enrich  the  new  duke ;  therefore  he  gives  them 
good  leave  to  wander. 

Oli.  Can  you  tell  if  Rosalind,  the  duke's  daughter,  be 
banished  with  her  father .'' 

Cha.  O,  no ;  for  the  duke's  daughter,  her  cousin,  so 
loves  her, — -  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  together, — 
that  she  would  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have  died  to 
.stay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  court,  and  no  less  beloved 
of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter ;  and  never  two  ladies 
loved  as  they  do. 

Oli.  Where  will  the  old  duke  live  } 

Cha.  They  say,  he  is  already  in  the  forest  of  Arden,  and 
a  many  merry  men  with  him  ;  and  there  they  live  like  the  old 
Robin  Hood  of  England  :  they  say,  many  young  gentlemen 
flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the  time  carelessly,  as 
they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

Oli.  What,  you  wrestle  to-morrow  before  the  new 
duke  } 

Cha.  Marry,  do  I,  sir ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  sir,  secretly  to  understand 
that  your  younger  brother,  Orlando,  hath  a  disposition  to 
come  in  disguise  against  me  to  try  a  fall.  To-morrow, 
sir,  1  wrestle  for  my  credit ;  and  he  that  escapes  me  with- 
out some  broken  limb  shall  acquit  him  well.  Your 
brother  is  but  young  and  tender;  and,  for  your  love,  I 
would  be  loth  to  foil  him,  as  I  must,  for  my  own  honor, 
if  he  come  in  :  therefore,  out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came 
hither  to  acquaint  you  withal  ;  that  either  you  might  stay 
him  £rum  his  intendment,  or  brook  such  disgrace  well  as 
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he  shall  run  into,  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  search, 
and  altogether  against  my  will. 

O//.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  shalt  tind  I  will  most  kindly  requite.  I  had  myself 
notice  of  my  brother's  purpose  herein,  and  have  by  un- 
dcriiand  means  labored  to  dissuade  him  from  it  ;  but  he 
is  resolute.  I'll  tell  thee,  Charles,  it  is  the  stubbornest 
young  fellow  of  France ;  full  of  ambition,  an  envious 
emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  secret  and  villain- 
ous contriver  against  me  his  natural  brother:  therefore 
use  thy  discretion  ;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didst  break  his  neck 
as  his  finger.  And  thou  wert  best  look  to't ;  for  if  thou 
dost  him  any  slight  disgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily 
grace  himself  on  thee,  he  will  practice  against  thee  by 
poison,  entrap  thee  by  some  treacherous  device,  and 
never  leave  thee  till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life  by  some  in- 
direct means  or  other;  for,  I  assure  thee,  and  almost 
with  tears  I  speak  it,  there  is  not  one  so  young  and  so 
villainous  this  day  living.  I  speak  but  brotherly  of  him  ; 
but  should  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  must  blush 
and  weep,  and  thou  must  look  pale  and  wonder. 

C7ia.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you.  If  he 
come  to-morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  payment :  if  ever  he  go 
alone  again,  I'll  never  wrestle  for  prize  more  :  and  so, 
God  keep  your  worship  ! 

O//.  Farewell,  good  Charles.  {Ex/f  C/iarh-s.']  Now  will 
I  stir  this  gamester :  I  hope  I  shall  see  an  end  of  him  ; 
for  my  soul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more 
than  he.  Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  schooled,  and  yet 
learned  ;  full  of  noble  device  ;  of  all  sorts  enchantingly 
beloved  ;  and,  indeed,  so  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world, 
and  especially  of  my  own  people,  who  best  know  him, 
that  I  am  altogether  misprised :  but  it  shall  not  be  so 
long  ;  this  wrestler  shall  clear  all  :  nothing  remains  but 
that  I  kindle  the  boy  thither;  which  now  I'll  go  about. 

[Ex/f. 

Scene  II.     A  lawn  before  the  V)\xV€'s,  palace. 

Enter  ROSALIND  and  Celia. 

Ccl.  I  pray  thee,  Rosalind,  sweet  my  coz,  be  merr}'. 
Ros.  Dear  Celia,  I  show  more  mirth  than  I  am  mistress 
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of;  and  would  you  yet  I  were  merrier?  Unless  you 
could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banished  father,  you  must  not 
learn  me  how  to  remember  any  extraordinary  pleasure. 

Cel.  Herein  I  see  thou  lovest  me  not  with  the  full 
weight  that  I  love  thee.  If  my  uncle,  thy  banished  father, 
had  banished  thy  uncle,  the  duke  my  father,  so  thou  hadst 
been  still  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my  love  to  take 
thy  father  for  mine :  so  wouldst  thou,  if  the  truth  of  thy 
love  to  me  were  so  righteously  tempered  as  mine  is  to 
thee. 

Ros.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  estate,  to 
rejoice  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know  my  father  hath  no  child  but  I,  nor  none 
is  like  to  have :  and,  truly,  when  he  dies,  thou  shalt  be 
his  heir ;  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  father 
perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affection  ;  by  mine 
honor,  I  will ;  and  when  I  break  that  oath,  let  me  turn 
monster :  therefore,  my  sweet  Rose,  my  dear  Rose,  be 
merry. 

Ros.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devise  sports. 
Let  me  see ;  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love .'' 

Cel.  Marry,  I  prithee,  do,  to  make  sport  withal :  but 
love  no  man  in  good  earnest ;  nor  no  further  in  sport 
neither  than  with  safety  of  a  pure  blush  thou  mayst  in 
honor  come  off  again. 

Ros.  What  shall  be  our  sport,  then  ? 

Cel.  Let  us  sit  and  mock  the  good  housewife  Fortune 
from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  bestow- 
ed equally. 

Ros.  I  would  we  could  do  so ;  for  her  benefits  are 
mightily  misplaced  ;  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth 
most  mistake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true ;  for  those  that  she  makes  fair,  she 
scarce  makes  honest ;  and  those  that  she  makes  honest, 
she  makes  very  ill-favored. 

Ros.  Nay,  now  thou  goest  from  Fortune's  office  to 
Nature's  :  Fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the 
lineaments  of  Nature. 

Cel.  No  ?  when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature,  may 
she  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  fire?  Though  Nature 
hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  Fortune,  hath  not  Fortune 
Bent  in  this  fool  to  cut  off  the  argument? 
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^«/^r  Touchstone. 

Ros.  Indeed,  then  is  Fortune  too  hard  for  Nature, 
when  Fortune  makes  Nature's  natural  thr  culter-off  of 
Nature's  wit. 

Ccl.  Pcradventure  this  is  not  Fortune's  work  neither, 
but  Nature's;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull  to 
reason  of  such  goddesses,  hath  sent  this  natural  for  our 
whetstone  ;  for  always  the  dullness  of  the  fool  is  the  whet- 
stone of  the  wits. —  How  now,  wit  !  whither  wander  you  } 

Touch.  Mistress,  you  must  come  away  to  your  father. 

Cel.   Were  you  made  the  messenger? 

ToucJi.  No,  by  mine  honor;  but  I  was  bid  to  come  for 
you. 

Ros.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

Touch.  Of  a  certain  knight  that  swore  by  his  honor 
they  were  good  pancakes,  and  swore  by  his  honor  the 
mustard  was  naught :  now  FU  stand  to  it,  the  pancakes 
were  naught,  and  the  mustard  was  good  ;  and  yet  was  not 
the  knight  forsworn. 

Ccl.  How  prove  you  that,  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledge .'' 

Ros.  Ay,  marry,  now  unmuzzle  your  wisdom. 

Touch.  Stand  you  both  forth  now :  stroke  your  chins, 
and  swear  by  your  beards  that  1  am  a  knave. 

Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Touch.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were;  but  if 
you  swear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not  forsworn  :  no 
more  w^as  this  knight,  swearing  by  his  honor,  for  he  never 
had  any ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  sworn  it  away  before  ever 
he  saw  those  pancakes  or  that  mustard. 

Cel.  Prithee,  who  is't  that  thou  meanest .'' 

Touch.   One  that  old  Frederick,  your  father,  loves. 

Cel.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honor  him  enough  : 
speak  no  more  of  him  ;  you'll  be  whipped  for  taxation  one 
of  these  days. 

Touch.  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  speak  wisely 
what  wise  men  do  foolishly. 

Cel.  By  my  troth,  thou  sayest  true  ;  for  since  the  little 
wit  that  fools  have  was  silenced,  the  little  foolery  that 
wise  men  have  makes  a  great  show. —  Here  comes 
Monsieur  Le  Beau. 

A. Y.L.I.  9.]  IV.   411. 


/lei/.]  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.  {Scent  11. 

Ros.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 
6>/.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeons  feed  their 
young. 

Ros.  Then  shall  we  be  news-crammed. 

Cel.   All  the  better;  we  shall  be  the  more  marketable. 

Enter  Le  Beau. 

A^on  Jour,  Monsieur  Le  Beau  :  what's  the  news  ? 

Le  Beau.  Yaxr  princess,  you  have  lost  much  good  sport. 

Cel.  Sport  !  of  what  color  ? 

Le  Beau.  What  color,  madam  !  how  shall  I  answer 
you  ? 

Ros.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Touch.  Or  as  the  Destinies  decree. 

Cel.  Well  said  :  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

Touch.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, — 

}ios.  Thou  losest  thy  old  smell. 

t(?  Beau.  You  amaze  me,  ladies :  I  would  have  told 
joc  of  good  wrestling,  which  you  have  lost  the  sight  of. 

Ros.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wrestling. 

Le  Beau.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning  ;  and,  if  it  please 
your  ladyships,  you  may  see  the  end  ;  for  the  best  is  yet 
to  do  ;  and  here,  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  per- 
form it. 

Ce!.  Well, —  the  beginning,  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Le  Beau.  There  comesan  old  man  and  his  three  sons, — • 

Cel.  \  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beau.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent  growth 
and  presence,  with  bills  on  their  necks, — 

Ros.  "  Be  it  known  unto  all   men  by  these  presents," — 

Le  Beau.  The  eldest  of  the  three  wrestled  with  Charles, 
the  duke's  wrestler ;  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope 
of  life  in  him  :  so  he  served  the  second,  and  so  the  third. 
Yonder  they  lie  ;  the  poor  old  man,  their  father,  making 
such  pitiful  dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take  his 
part  with  weeping. 

Ros.  Alas ! 

Touch.  But  what  is  the  sport,  monsieur,  that  the  ladies 
have  lost } 

Le  Beau.  Why,  this  that  I  speak  of. 

Tone  It.  Tl\Uii  \\\  ,\\  may  grow  wiser  every  day  !  it  is  the 
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first  time  tliat  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  sport  for 
ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promise  thee. 

Ros.  But  is  there  any  else  longs  to  feel  this  broken  music 
in  his  sides .''  is  there  yet  another  dotes  upon  ril)-break- 
ing.'*  —  Shall  we  see  this  wrestling,  cousin  } 

Le  Beati.  You  must,  if  you  stay  here  ;  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wrestling,  and  they  are  ready  to 
perform  it. 

Cel.  Yonder,  sure,  they  are  coming:  let  us  now  stay 
and  see  it. 

Flourish.  Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando, 
Charles,  and  Attendants. 

Duke  F.  Come  on  :  since  the  youth  will  not  be  entreat- 
ed, his  own  peril  on  his  forwardness. 

Ros.  Is  yonder  the  man  .'* 

Le  Beau.  Even  he,  madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young  !  yet  he  looks  successfully. 

Duke  F.  How  now,  daughter,  and  cousin  !  are  you 
crept  hither  to  see  the  wrestling .'' 

Ros.  Ay,  my  liege,  so  please  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke  F.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell 
you,  there  is  such  odds  in  the  men.  In  pity  of  the  chal- 
lenger's youth,  I  would  fain  dissuade  him,  but  he  will  not 
be  entreated.  Speak  to  him,  ladies;  see  if  you  can  move 
him. 

Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monsieur  Le  Beau. 

Duke  F.  Do  so:  I'll  not  be  by.  [Duke goes  apart. 

Le  Beau.  Monsieur  the  challenger,  the  princess'  call  for 
you. 

Orl.  I  attend  them  Avith  all  respect  and  duty. 

Ros.  Young  man,  have  you  challenged  Charles  the 
wrestler  } 

Orl.  No,  fair  princess  ;  he  is  the  general  challenger  :  I 
come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  strength  of 
my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  gentleman,  your  spirits  are  too  bold  for 
your  years.  You  have  seen  cruel  proof  of  this  man's 
strength  :  if  you  saw  yourself  with  our  eyes,  or  knew 
yourself  with  our  judgment,  the  fear  of  your  adventure 
would  counsel  you  to  a  more  equal  enterprise.     We  pray 
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you,  for  your  own  sake,  to  embrace  your  own  safety,  and 
give  over  this  attempt. 

Ros.  Do,  young- sir ;  your  reputation  shall  not  there- 
fore be  misprised :  we  will  make  it  our  suit  to  the  duke 
that  the  wrestling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orl.  I  beseech  you,  punish  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts :  herein  I  confess  me  much  guilty,  to  deny  so 
fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair  eyes 
and  gentle  wishes  go  with  me  to  my  trial ;  wherein  if  I 
be  foiled,  there  is  but  one  shamed  that  was  never  gracious  ; 
if  killed,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  so:  I  shall  do 
my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament  me  ;  the 
world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing  ;  only  in  the 
world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may  be  better  supplied  when 
I  have  made  it  empty. 

Ros.  The  little  strength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were 
with  you. 

Cel.  And  mine,  to  eke  out  hers. 

Ros.  Fare  you  well :  pray  heaven  I  be  deceived  in  you  ! 

Cel.  Your  heart's  desires  be  with  you  ! 

Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant  that  is  so  de- 
sirous to  lie  with  his  mother  earth .'' 

Orl.  Ready,  sir  ;  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more  modest 
working. 

Duke  F.  You  shall  try  but  one  fall. 

Cha.  No,  I  warrant  your  grace,  you  shall  not  entreat 
him  to  a  second,  that  have  so  mightily  persuaded  him 
from  a  first. 

Orl.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after  ;  you  should  not  have 
mocked  me  before  :  but  come  your  ways. 

Ros.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  speed,  young  man  ! 

Cel.  I  would  I  were  invisible,  to  catch  the  strong  fel- 
low by  the  leg.  {^Charles  and  Orlando  wrestle. 

Ros.  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell  who 
should  down.  \Charles  is  thrown.     Shout. 

Duke  F.  No  qiore,  no  more. 

Orl.  Yes,  I  beseech  your  grace  :  I  am  not  yet  well 
breathed. 

Duke  F.  How  dost  thou,  Charles  ? 

Le  Beau.   He  cannot  speak,  my  lord. 

Duke  F.  Bear  him  away.  [Charles  zs  borne  out, 
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What  is  thy  name,  young  man  ? 

Orl.  Orlando,  my  liege  ;  the  youngest  son  of  Sir  Roland 
de  Boi?. 

Duke  F.  I    would  thou    hadst    been  son  to  some  man 
else  : 
The  world  esteem'd  thy  father  honorable, 
But  I  did  find  him  still  mine  enemy: 
Thou  shouldst  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Hadst  thou  descended  from  another  house. 
But  fare  thee  well ;  thou  art  a  gallant  youth  : 
1  would  thou  hadst  told  me  of  another  father. 

{^Exeunt  Duke  Fred.,  Train,  and  Le  Beau. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

Orl.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Roland's  son, 
His  youngest  son  ;  — and  would  not  change  that  calling, 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Ros.   My  father  lov'd  Sir  Roland  as  his  soul, 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind  : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  son, 
I  should  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties. 
Ere  he  should  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cel.  Gentle  cousin, 

Let  us  go  thank  him  and  encourage  him  : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  disposition 
Sticks  me  at  heart. —  Sir,  you  have  well  deserv'd  : 
If  you  do  keep  your  promises  in  love  ; 
But  justly,  as  you  have  exceeded  promise, 
Your  mistress  shall  be  happy. 

Ros.  Gentleman, 

{Giving  Jiini  a  c/iain  from  her  neck. 
Wear  this  for  me,  one  out  of  suits  with  fortune, 
That  would  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. — 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ? 

Cel.  Ay. —  Fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orl.  Can  I  not  say,  I  thank  you  }  My  better  parts 
Are  all  thrown  down  ;  and  that  which  here  stands  up 
Is  but  a  quintain,  a  mere  lifeless  block. 

Ros.  He  calls  us  back  :  my  pride  fell  with  my  fortunes  ; 
I'll  ask  him  what  he  would. —  Did  you  call,  sir?  — 
Sir,  you  have  wrestled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

Cel.  Will  you  go,  coz  ? 
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Ros.  Have  with  you. —  Fare  you  well. 

\Exeiint  Rosalind  and  Celia. 
Or/.    What    passion    hangs   these   weights   upon    my 
tongue  ? 
I  cannot  speak  to  her,  yet  she  urg'd  conference. 

0  poor  Orlando,  thou  art  overthrown  ! 

Or  Charles  or  something  weaker  masters  thee. 

Re-enter  Le  BeaU. 

Le  Beau.  Good  sir,  I  do  in  friendship  counsel  you 
To  leave  this  place.     Albeit  you  have  deserv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applause,  and  love, 
Yet  such  is  now  the  duke's  condition. 
That  he  misconstrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  duke  is  humorous  :  what  he  is,  indeed, 
More  suits  you  to  conceive  than  I  to  speak  of. 

Orl.  I  thank  you,  sir  :  and,  pray  you,  tell  me  this, — 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  duke, 
That  here  were  at  the  wrestling  ? 

Le  Beau.  Neither  his   daughter,  if   we  judge  by  man- 
ners ; 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  shorter  is  his  daughter  : 
Th'  other  is  daughter  to  thebanish'd  duke, 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  usurping  uncle. 
To  keep  his  daughter  company;  whose  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  sisters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  duke 
Hath  ta'en  displeasure  'gainst  his  gentle  niece, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument 
But  that  the  people  praise  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  sake  ; 
And,  on  my  life,  his  nialice  'gainst  the  lady 
Will  suddenly  break  forth. —  Sir,  fare  you  well: 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

1  shall  desire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you. 

Orl.  I  rest  much  bounden  to  you  :  fare  you  well. 

[Exit  Le  Beau. 
Thus  must  I  from  the  smoke  into  the  smother  ; 
From  tyrant  duke  unto  a  tyrant  brother:  — 
But  heavenly  Rosalind  !  \^Exit. 
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Scene  III.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Celia  and  ROSALIND, 

CeL  Why,  cousin;  why,  Rosalind;  —  Cupid  have 
mercy  !  —  not  a  word  ? 

Ros.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  cast  away 
upon  curs  ;  throw  some  of  them  at  me ;  come,  lame  mc 
with  reasons. 

Ros.  Then  there  were  two  cousins  laid  up  ;  when  the 
one  should  be  lamed  with  reasons,  and  the  other  mad 
without  any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  } 

Ros.  No,  some  of  it  is  for  my  father's  child.  O,  how 
full  of  briers  is  this  working-day  world  ! 

Cel.  They  are  but  burs,  cousin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
holiday  foolery  :  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths,  our 
very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Ros.  I  could  shake  them  off  my  coat :  these  burs  are  in 
my  heart. 

Cel.  Hem  them  away. 

Ros.  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  have  him. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  wrestle  with  thy  affections. 

Ros.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wrestler  than 
myself  ! 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wish  upon  you  !  you  will  try  in  time,  in 
despite  of  a  fall. —  But,  turning  these  jests  oift  of  service, 
let  us  talk  in  good  earnest  :  is  it  possible,  on  such  a  sud- 
den, you  should  fall  into  so  strong  a  liking  with  old  Sir 
Roland's  youngest  son  ? 

Ros.  The  duke  my  father  lov'd  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  ensue  that  you  should  love  his 
son  dearly  .''  By  this  kind  of  chase,  I  should  hate  him,  for 
my  father  hated  his  father  dearly  ;  yet  I  hate  not  Orlando. 

Ros.  No,  faith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  sake. 

Cel.  Why  should  I  ?  doth  he  not  deserve  well  ? 

Ros.  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  and  do  you  love  him 
because  I  do. —  Look,  here  comes  the  duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Enter  Duke  Frederick  7ui'fh  Lords. 

Duke  F.  Mistress,  dispatch  you  with  your  safest  haste 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

A.Y.L.I.   15.]  IV.    417. 


Act/.]  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.  \,Scet^.^. 

Ros.  Me,  uncle  ? 

Duke.  You,  cousin; 

Within  these  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'st  found 
So  near  our  pubhc  court  as  twenty  miles, 
Thou  diest  for  it. 

Ros.  I  do  beseech  your  grace, 

Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me  : 
If  with  myself  I  hold  intelligence, 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  desires  ; 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantic. 
As  I  do  trust  I  am  not, —  then,  dear  uncle, 
Never  so  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  highness. 

Duke  F.  Thus  do  all  traitors  : 

If  their  purgation  did  consist  in  words. 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itself :  — 
Let  it  suffice  thee,  that  I  trust  thee  not. 

Ros.  Yet  your  mistrust  cannot  make  me  a  traitor  : 
Tell  me  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke  F.   Thou   art    thy     father's     daughter ;    there's 
enough. 

Ros.   So  was  I  when  your  highness  took  his  dukedom  , 
So  was  I  when  your  highness  banish'd  him  : 
Treason  is  not  inherited,  my  lord  ; 
Or,  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
What's  that  tx)  me  .''  my  father  was  no  traitor : 
Then,  good  my  liege,  mistake  me  not  so  much. 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel.  Dear  sovereign,  hear  me  speak. 

Duke  F.  Ay,  Celia  ;  we  stay'd  her  for  your  sake. 
Else  had  she  with  her  father  rang'd  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  stay ; 
It  was  your  pleasure  and  your  own  remorse  : 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her  ; 
But  now  I  know  her :  if  she  be  a  traitor. 
Why,  so  am  I  ;  we  still  have  slept  together. 
Rose  at  an  instant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together; 
And  wheresoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  inseparable. 

Duke  F.  She  is  too  subtle  for  thee  ;    and  her  smooth- 
ness, 
Her  very  silence,  and  iier  patience, 
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Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her. 

Thou  art  a  fool  :  she  robs  thee  of  thy  name  ; 

And  thou  wilt  show  more  bright  and  seem  more  virtuous 

When  she  is  gone.     Then  open  not  thy  lips  : 

Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom 

Which  I  have  pass'd  upon  her;  —  she  is  banish'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  sentence,  then,  on  me,  my  liege: 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Duke  F.  You  are  a  fool. —  You,   niece,  provide   your- 
self: 
If  you  outstay  the  time,  upon  mine  honor, 
And  in  the  greatness  of  my  word,  you  die. 

{^Exeunt  Duke  Frederick  and  Lords. 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rosalind  !  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers  }     I  will  give  thee  mine. 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 

Ros.  I  have  more  cause. 

Cel.  Thou  hast  not,  cousin ; 

Prithee,  be  cheerful  :  know'st  thou  not,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  me,  his  daughter.'' 

Ros.  That  he  hath  not. 

Cel.  No,  hath  not.'*  Rosalind  lacks,  then,  the  love 
Which  teacheth  me  that  thou  and  I  am  one: 
Shall  we  be  sunder'd  .''  shall  we  part,  sweet  girl  ? 
No  :  let  my  father  seek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devise  with  me  how  we  may  fly, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us  : 
And  do  not  seek  to  take  your  change  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourself,  and  leave  me  out ; 
For,  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  sorrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  canst,  Fll  go  along  with  thee. 

Ros.  Why,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

Cel.  To  seek  my  uncle  in  the  forest  of  Arden. 

Ros.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us. 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  so  far  ! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  sooner  than  gold. 

Cel.  \'\\  put  myself  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  smirch  my  face  ; 
The  like  do  you  :  so  shall  we  pass  along, 
And  never  stir  assailants. 

Ros.  Were't  not  better, 

Because  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
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That  I  did  suit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 

A  gallant  curtle-ax  upon  my  thigh, 

A  boar-spear  in  my  hand  ;  and  —  in  my  heart 

Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will  — 

We'll  have  a  swashing  and  a  martial  outside ; 

As  many  other  mannish  cowards  have 

That  do  outface  it  with  their  semblances. 

^  Cel.  What  shall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Ros.  I'll  have  no  worse  a  name  than  Jove's  own  page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Ganymede. 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  1 

Cel.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  state ; 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Ros.  But,  cousin,  what  if  we  assay'd  to  steal 
The  clownish  fool  out  of  your  father's  court .'' 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cel.  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me ; 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him.     Let's  away. 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together ; 
Devise  the  fittest  time  and  safest  way 
To  hide  us  from  pursuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight.     Now  go  we  in  content, 
To  liberty,  and  not  to  banishment.  \lExeunt. 

ACT  11. 

Scene  L      The  Forest  of  Arden. 

Enter  Duke  senior,  Amiens,  a)id  other  Lords,  iti   the 
dress  of  foresters. 

Duke  S.  Now,  my  co-mates  and  i)rothers  in  exile. 
Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  .''     Are  not  these  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court? 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  seasons'  difference  ;  as,  the  icy  fang 
And  churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind. 
Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body. 
Even  till  I  shrink  with  cold,  I  smile,  and  say, 
This  is  no  flattery;  these  are  counselors 
That  feelingly  persuade  me  what  I  am. 
ij.veet  are  the  uses  of  adversity  ; 
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Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 

Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 

And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt. 

Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 

Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing : 

I  would  not  change  it. 

Amz.  Happy  is  your  grace. 

That  can  translate  the  stubbornness  of  fortune 
Into  so  quiet  and  so  sweet  a  style. 

Duke  S.  Come,  shall  we  go  and  kill  us  venison  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools. 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  desert  city. 
Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  gor'd. 

First  Lord.  Indeed,  my  lord. 

The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that ; 
And,  in  that  kind,  swears  you  do  more  usurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banish'd  you. 
To-day  my  Lord  of  Amiens  and  myself 
Did  steal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whose  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood: 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  sequester'd  stag. 
That  from  the  hunter's  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languish;  and,  indeed,  my  lord. 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  such  groans, 
That  their  discharge  did  stretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose 
In  piteous  chase:  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th'  extremest  verge  of  the  swift  brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  S.  But  what  said  Jaques? 

Did  he  not  moralize  this  spectacle? 

First  Lord.  O,  yes,  into  a  thousand  similes. 
First,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needless  stream  ; 
"  Poor  deer,"  quoth  he,  "  thou  mak'st  a  testament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much :"  then,  being  alone. 
Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends ; 
"  'Tis  right,"  quoth  he;  "  thus  misery  doth  part 
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The  flux  of  company :"  anon,  a  careless  herd. 

Full  of  the  pasture,  jumps  along  by  him, 

And  never  stays  to  greet  him ;  "  Ay,"  quoth  Jaques, 

"  Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greasy  citizens ; 

'Tis  just  the  fashion  :  wherefore  do  you  look 

Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there?" 

Thus  most  invectively  he  pierceth  through 

The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court. 

Yea,  and  of  this  oyir  life :  swearing  that  we 

Are  mere  usurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worse. 

To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up. 

In  their  assign 'd  and  native  dwelling-place. 

Duke  S.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation  ? 

Sec.  Lord.  We  did,  my  lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
Upon  the  sobbing  deer. 

Duke  S.  Show  me  the  place : 

I  love  to  cope  him  in  these  sullen  fits. 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

First  Lord.  I'll  bring  you  to  him  straight.       \_Exeunt. 

Scene  II.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Duke  F.  Can  it  be  possible  that  no  man  saw  them  ? 
It  cannot  be  :  some  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  consent  and  sufferance  in  this. 

First  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  see  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  a-bed  ;  and,  in  the  morning  early, 
They  found  the  bed  untreasur'd  of  their  mistress. 

Sec.  Lord.  My  lord,  the  roynish  clown,  at  whom  «o  oft 
Your  grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  also  missing. 
Hesperia,  the  princess'  gentlewoman, 
Confesses  that  she  secretly  o'erheard 
Your  daughter  and  her  cousin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wrestler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  sinewy  Charles; 
And  she  believes,  wherever  they  are  gone, 
That  youth  is  surely  in  their  company. 

Duke  F.    Send  to  his  brother's;  fetch  that  gallant 
hither : 
If  he  be  absent,  bring  his  brother  to  me ; 
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I'll  make  him  find  him :  do  this  suddenly ; 

And  let  not  search  and  inquisition  quail 

To  bring  again  these  foolish  runaways.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  III.  Before  Oliver's  house. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam,  meeting. 

Orl.  Who's  there  ? 

Adam.    What,   my  young  master  ?  —  O    my    gentle 
master ! 

0  my  sweet  master  I    O  you  memory 

Of  old  Sir  Roland!  why,  what  make  you  here? 

Why  are  you  virtuous?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 

And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  strong,  and  valiant  ? 

Why  would  you  be  so  fond  to  overcome 

The  bony  priser  of  the  humorous  duke  ? 

Your  praise  is  come  too  swiftly  home  before  you. 

Know  you  not,  master,  to  some  kind  of  men 

Their  graces  serve  them  but  as  enemies? 

No  more  do  yours:  your  virtues,  gentle  master. 

Are  sanctified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 

O,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 

Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! 

Orl.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Adam.  O  unhappy  youth. 

Come  not  within  these  doors  !  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives : 
Your  brother — (no,  no  brother;  yet  the  son  — 
Yet  not  the  son  —  I  will  not  call  him  son 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father)  — 
Hath  heard  your  praises ;  and  this  night  he  means 
To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  use  to  lie. 
And  you  within  it :  if  he  fail  of  that, 
He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off : 

1  overheard  him  and  his  practices. 

This  is  no  place  ;  this  house  is  but  a  butchery: 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orl.  Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldst  thou  have  me  go  ? 

Adam.  No  matter  whither,  so  you  come  not  here. 

Orl.  What,  wouldst   thou   have   me  go   and  beg  my 
food? 
Or  with  a  base  and  boisterous  sword  enforce 
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A  thievish  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  must  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can ; 
I  rather  will  subject  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  so.     I  have  five  hundred  crowns. 
The  thrifty  hire  I  sav'd  under  your  father. 
Which  I  did  store,  to  be  my  foster-nurse 
When  service  should  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame. 
And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown  : 
Take  that ;  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow. 
Be  comfort  to  my  age !     Here  is  the  gold  ; 
All  this  I  give  you.     Let  me  be  your  servant : 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lusty; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood ; 
Nor  did  not  with  unbashful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  debility  ; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter. 
Frosty,  but  kindly :  let  me  go  with  you  ; 
I'll  do  the  service  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  business  and  necessities. 

Orl.  O  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world, 
When  service  sweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fashion  of  these  times. 
Where  none  will  sweat  but  for  promotion  ;     • 
And  having  that,  do  choke  their  service  up 
Even  with  the  having :  'tis  not  so  with  thee. 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'st  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  so  much  as  a  blossom  yield 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry. 
But  come  thy  ways  ;  we'll  go  along  together ; 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  spent. 
We'll  light  upon  some  settled  low  content. 

Adam.  Master,  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee. 
To  the  last  gasp,  with  truth  and  loyalty. — 
From  seventeen  years  till  now  almost  fourscore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  seventeen  years  many  their  fortunes  seek ; 
But  at  fourscore  it  is  too  late  a  week  : 
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Yet  fortune  cannot  recompense  me  better 

Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  master's  debtor.     \Exeu?it. 

Scene  IV.   The  Forest  of  Arden. 

Enter  Rosalind  itt  boy's  clothes,  Celia  drest  like  a 
shepherdess,  and  TOUCHSTONE. 

Ros.  O  Jupiter,  how  weary  are  my  spirits ! 

Touch.  I  care  not  for  my  spirits,  if  my  legs  were  not 
weary. 

Ros.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  disgrace  my  man's 
apparel,  and  to  cry  like  a  woman  ;  but  I  must  comfort  the 
weaker  vessel,  as  doublet  and  hose  ought  to  show  itself 
courageous  to  petticoat :  therefore,  courage,  good  Aliena. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me  ;  I  cannot  go  no  further. 

Touch.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you  than 
bear  you  :  yet  I  should  bear  no  cross,  if  I  did  bear  you  ; 
for  I  think  you  have  no  money  in  your  purse. 

Ros.  Well,  this  is  the  forest  of  Arden. 

Touch.  Ay,  now   am    I    in    Arden ;  the  more  fool   I ; 
when   I   was  at   home,   I   was   in   a  better  place :   but 
travelers  must  be  content. 
^Ros.  Ay,  be  so,  good  Touchstone. —  Look   you,  who 
comes  here ; 
A  young  man  and  an  old  in  solemn  talk. 

Enter  CORIN  and  SiLVIUS. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  scorn  you  still. 

Sil.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'st  how  I  do  love  her ! 

Cor.  I  partly  guess  ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

5/7.  No,  Corin,  being  old,  thou  canst  not  guess ; 
Though  in  thy  youth  thou  wast  as  true  a  lover 
As  ever  sigh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow  : 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, — 
As  sure  I  think  did  never  man  love  so, — 
How  many  actions  most  ridiculous 
Hast  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantasy  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thousand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

Sil.  O,  thou  didst  then  ne'er  love  so  heartily : 
If  thou  remember'st  not  the  slightest  folly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into, 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd  : 
Or  if  thou  hast  not  sat  as  I  do  now, 
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Wearing  thy  hearer  in  thy  mistress'  praise. 

Thou  hast  not  lov'd  : 

Or  if  thou  hast  not  broke  from  company 

Abruptly,  as  my  passion  now  makes  me, 

Thou  hast  not  lov'd.— O  Phebe,  Phebe,  Phebe  !       [Exit. 

Ros.  Alas,  poor  shepherd  !  searching  of  thy  wound. 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 

Touch.  And  I  mine.  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  love 
I  broke  my  sword  upon  a  stone,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 
coming  a-night  to  Jane  Smile :  and  I  remember  the  kiss- 
ing of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's  dugs  that  her  pretty 
chapped  hands  had  milked  :  and  I  remember  the  wooing 
of  a  peascod  instead  of  her ;  from  whom  I  took  two  c6ds, 
and,  giving  her  them  again,  said  with  weeping  tears, 
"  Wear  these  for  my  sake."  We  that  are  true  lovers  run 
into  strange  capers ;  but  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  so  is 
all  nature  in  love  mortal  in  folly. 

Ros.  Thou  speakest  wiser  than  thou  art  ware  of. 

Touch.  Nay,  I  shall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  wit  till 
I  break  my  shins  against  it. 

Ros.  Jove,  Jove  !  this  shepherd's  passion 
Is  much  upon  my  fashion. 

Touch.  And  mine  ;  but  it  grows  something  stale  with  me. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  question  yond  man. 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food  : 
I  faint  almost  to  death. 

Touch.  Holla,  you  clown  ! 

Ros.  Peace,  fool :  he's  not  thy  kinsman. 

Cor.  Who  calls? 

Touch.  Your  betters,  sir. 

Cor.  Else  are  they  very  wretched. 

Ros.  Peace,  I  say. —  Good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Ros.  I  prithee,  shepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  desert  place  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  where  we  may  rest  ourselves  and  feed  : 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  oppress'd, 
And  faints  for  succor. 

Cor.  Fair  sir,  I  pity  her. 

And  wish,  for  her  sake  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her ; 
But  I  am  shepherd  to  another  man, 

IV.   426.  [a. Y.L.I.  34. 


Ac//:.]  AS  you  LIKE  IT.  {Scene  V. 

And  do  not  shear  the  fleeces  that  I  graze : 
My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition, 
And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality  : 
Besides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed, 
Are  now  on  sale  ;  and  at  our  sheepcote  now, 
By  reason  of  his  absence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;  but  what  is,  come  see. 
And  in  my  voice  most  welcome  shall  you  be. 

Ros.  What  is  he  that  shall  buy  his  flock  and  pasture? 

Cor.  That  young  swain  that  you  saw  here   but   ere- 
while. 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Ros.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  stand  with  honesty, 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pasture,  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  shalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages.     I  like  this  place. 
And  willingly  could  waste  my  time  in  it. 

Cor.  Assuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  sold  : 
Go  with  me  :  if  you  like,  upon  report, 
The  soil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be. 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  suddenly.  [^Exeunt, 

Scene  V.     Another  part  of  the  forest. 
Enter  Amiens,  jaqves,  and  others. 
m  Song. 

Ami.        Under  the  greenwood  tree 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
.  And  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither : 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 
Jag.  More,  more.  I  prithee,  more. 
Amt.  It  will  make  you  melancholy.  Monsieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  I   thank  it.     More,  I   prithee,  more.     I  can  suck 
melancholy  out  of  a  song,  as  a  weasel  sucks  eggs.    More, 
I  prithee,  more. 
Ami.  My  voice  is  ragged  :  I  know  I  cannot  please  you. 
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Jaq.  I  do  not  desire  you  to  please  me  ;  I  do  desire  you 
to  sing.  Come,  more ;  another  stanza  :  —  call  you  'em 
stanzas  ? 

Ami,  What  you  will,  Monsieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names ;  they  owe  me 
nothing.     Will  you  sing  } 

Ami.  More  at  your  request  than  to  please  myself. 

/aq.  Well,  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank 
you  :  but  that  they  call  compliment  is  like  the  encounter 
of  two  dog-apes ;  and  when  a  man  thanks  me  heartily, 
methinks  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he  renders  me 
the  beggarly  thanks.  Come,  sing ;  and  you  that  will  not, 
hold  your  tongues. 

Ami,  Well,  I'll  end  the  song. —  Sirs,  cover  the  while  ; 
the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree. —  He  hath  been  all 
this  day  to  look  you. 

/aq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He  is 
too  disputable  for  my  company :  I  think  of  as  many  mat- 
ters as  he ;  but  I  give  heaven  thanks,  and  make  no  boast 
of  them.     Come,  warble,  come. 

Song. 

Who  doth  ambition  shun,  \^All  together  hero* 
And  loves  to  live  i'  the  sun. 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats. 
And  pleas'd  with  what  he  gets. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither : 

Here  shall  he  see  • 

No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 
Jaq.  I'll  give  you  a  verse  to  this  note,  that  I  made  yes« 
terday  in  despite  of  my  invention. 
Ami.   And  I'll  sing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes  ; 

If  it  do  come  to  pass 
That  any  man  turn  ass. 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  ease 
A  stubborn  will  to  please, 
Ducdame,  ducdame,  ducdame : 
Here  shall  he  see 
Gross  fools  as  he, 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 
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Ami.  What's  that  "  ducdame  ?  " 

Jciq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into  a  circle. 
I'll  go  sleep,  if  I  can  ;  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail  against  all  the 
first-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  seek  the  duke:  his  banquet  is  pre- 
pared. ^Exeunt  severally. 

Scene  VI.  Another  part  of  the  forest. 
Etiter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  master,  I  can  go  no  further :  O,  I  die  for 
food  !  Here  lie  I  down,  and  measure  out  my  grave.  Fare- 
well, kind  master. 

Orl.  Why,  how  now,  Adam  !  no  greater  heart  in  thee  ? 
Live  a  little;  comfort  a  little  ;  cheer  thyself  a  little.  If 
this  uncouth  forest  yield  any  thing  savage,  I  will  either 
be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee.  Thy  conceit 
is  nearer  death  than  thy  powers.  For  my  sake  be  com- 
fortable ;  hold  death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end  :  I  will  be 
here  with  thee  presently  ;  and  if  I  bring  thee  not  some- 
thing to  eat,  I  wiir  give  thee  leave  to  die  :  but  if  thou  diest 
before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labor.  Well 
said  !  thou  lookest  cheerly  :  and  I'll  be  with  thee  quickly. 
—  Yet  thou  liest  in  the  bleak  air:  come,  I  will  bear  thee 
to  some  shelter ;  and  thou  shalt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  din- 
ner, if  there  live  any  thing  in  this  desert.  Cheerly,  good 
Adam  !  \Exeiint. 

Scene  VII.     Another  part  of  the  forest  {the  same  as  in 
Sc.  v.). 

A  table  set  out.     Enter  Duke  senior,  Amiens,  and  others. 

Diike  S.  I  think  he  be  transform 'd  into  a  beast; 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

First  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence  : 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  song. 

Duke  S.  If  he,  compact  of  jars,  grow  musical. 
We  shall  have  shortly  discord  in  the  spheres. 
Go,  seek  him  :  tell  him  I  would  speak  with  him. 

First  Lord.  He  saves  my  labor  by  his  own  approach. 
Enter  Jaques. 

Duke  S.  Why,  how  now,  monsieur  !  what  a  life  is  this, 
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That  your  poor  friends  must  woo  your  company  I 
What,  you  look  merrily! 

/aq.  A  fool,  a  fool !  — ■  I  met  a  fool  i'  the  forest, 
A  motley  fool ; — a  miserable  world  !  — 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ; 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  in  the  sun, 
And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
In  good  set  terms, —  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
"Good  morrow,  fool,"  quoth  I.     "  No,  sir,"  quoth  he, 
'  Call  me  not  fool  till  heaven  hath  sent  me  fortune  :  " 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke, 
And,  looking  on  it  with  lack-luster  eye, 
Says  very  wisely,  "  It  is  ten  o'clock: 
Thus  we  may  see,"  quoth  he,  "  how  the  world  wags : 
'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  since  it  was  nine ; 
And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven  ; 
And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe. 
And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot ; 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale."     When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  should  be  so  deep-contemplative ; 
And  I  did  laugh  sans  intermission 
An  hour  by  his  dial.  —  O  noble  fool  ! 
A  worthy  fool !  — •  Motley's  the  only  wear. 

Diike  'S.  What  fool  is  this  ? 

/ciq.  O  worthy  fool !  —  One  that  hath  been  a  courtier; 
And  says,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair. 
They  have  the  gift  to  know't:  and  in  his  brain, — 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  biscuit 
After  a  voyage, —  he  hath  strange  places  cramm'd 
With  observation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms. —  O  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  S.  Thou  shalt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  suit; 

Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them 
That  I  am  wise.     I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please;  for  so  fools  have. 
And  they  that  are  most  galled  with  my  folly, 
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They  most  must  laugh.     And  why,  sir,  must  they  so? 

The  "why  "  is  plain  as  way  to  parish  church  ; 

He  that  a  fool  doth  very  wisely  hit 

Doth  very  foolishly,  although  he  smart, 

But  to  seem  senseless  of  the  bob  :  if  not, 

The  wise  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 

Even  by  the  squandering  glances  of  the  fool. 

Invest  me  in  my  motley ;  give  me  leave 

To  speak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 

Cleanse  the  foul  body  of  th'  infected  world. 

If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  S.  Fie  on  thee !  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldst  do. 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good  } 

Dtike  S.  Most  mischievous  foul  sin,  in  chiding  sin : 
For  thou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine, 
As  sensual  as  the  brutish  sting  itself; 
And  all  th'  embossed  sores  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  license  of  free  foo,  hast  caught, 
Wouldst  thou  disgorge  into  the  general  world. 

Jaq.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  .i* 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  sea. 
Till  that  the  weary  very  means  do  ebb? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  say,  the  city-woman  bears 
The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  shoulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  say  that  I  mean  her. 
When  such  a  one  as  she,  such  is  her  neighbor? 
Or  what  is  he  of  basest  function. 
That  says  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  cost  — 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him  —  but  therein  suits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  speech  } 
There  then  ;  how  then  ?  what  then  ?    Let  me  see  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  :  if  it  do  him  right. 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himself;  if  he  be  free. 
Why,  then  by  taxing  like  a  wild-goose  flies, 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man. —  But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Orlando  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Orl.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more  ! 

Jaq.  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orl.  Nor  shalt  not,  till  necessity  be  serv'd. 
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Jaq.  Of  what  kind  should  this  cock  come  of? 

Duke  S.    Art  thou  thus   bolden'd,  man,  by   thy   dis- 
tress, 
Or  else  a  rude  despiser  of  good  manners, 
That  in  civility  thou  seem'st  so  empty? 

Orl.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  first  :  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  distress  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  show 
Of  smooth  civility  :  yet  am  I  inland  bred, 
And  know  some  nurture.     But  forbear,  I  say : 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit 
Till  I  and  my  affairs  are  answered. 

Jaq.  An  you  will  not  be  answered  with  reason,  I  must 
die. 

Duke  S.  What  would  you  have  ?     Your  gentleness  shall 
force, 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentleness. 

Orl.  I  almost  die  for  food  ;  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  S.    Sit   down   and    feed,    and   welcome   to   oui 
table. 

Orl.   Speak  you  so  gently  ?     Pardon  me,  I  pray  you : 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  savage  here; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  stern  commandment.     But  whate'er  you  are. 
That  in  this  desert  inaccessible, 
Under  the  shade  of  melancholy  boughs. 
Lose  and  neglect  the  creeping  hours  of  time  ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days, 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  church, 
If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man's  feast. 
If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied, — 
Let  gentleness  my  strong  enforcement  be  : 
In  the  which  hope  I  blush,  and  hide  my  sword. 

Duke  S.  True  is  it  that  we  have  seen  better  days. 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoll'd  to  church. 
And  sat  at  good  men's  feasts,  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops  that  sacred  pity  hath  engender'd  : 
And  therefore  sit  you  down  in  gentleness. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have. 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  minister'd. 

Orl.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while. 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
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And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man, 
Wlio  after  nie  hath  many  a  weary  step 
Liinp'd  in  pure  love  :  till  he  be  tirst  suffic'd, — 
Oppress'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, — 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Diikr  S.  Go  find  him  out, 

And  we  will  nothing  waste  till  you  return. 

Orl.  I  thank  ye;  and  be  bless'd  for  your  good  comfort ! 

[Exi(. 

Duke  S.   Thou  seest  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy  : 
This  wide  and  universal  theater 
Presents  more  woful  pageants  than  the  scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

fug'.  All  the  world's  a  stage, 

And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances  ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  act  being  seven  ages.     As,  first  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms. 
And  then  the  whining  schoolboy,  with  his  satchel 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillingly  to  school.     And  then  the  lover. 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woful  ballad 
Made  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow.     Then  the  soldier. 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 
Jealous  in  honor,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Ev^n  in  the  cannon's  mouth.     And  then  the  justice. 
In  fair  round  belly  with  good  capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  severe  and  beard  of  formal  cut. 
Full  of  wise  saws  and  modern  instances  ; 
And  so  he  plays  his  part.     The  sixth  age  shifts 
Into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  pantaloon. 
With  spectacles  on  nose  and  pouch  on  side ; 
His  youthful  hose,  well  sav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
F(j*"  his  shrunk  shank  ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turning  again  toward  childish  treble,  pipes 
And  whistles  in  his  sound.     Last  scene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  strange  eventful  history. 
Is  second  childishness  and  mere  oblivion. 
Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  every  thmg. 
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Re-enter  ORLANDO  luith  Adam. 

Duke  S    Welcome.     Set  down  your  venerable  burden, 
And  let  him  feed. 

Or/.  I  thank  you  most  for  him. 

Adam.  .So  had  you  need ;  — 

I  scarce  can  speak  to  thank  you  for  myself. 

Duke  S.  Welcome  ;  fall  to  :  I  will  not  trouble  you 
As  yet,  to  question  you  about  your  fortunes. — 
Give  us  some  music  ;  and,  good  cousin,  sing, 

Soitg. 

Ami,  Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind, 

Thou  art  not  so  unkind 
As  man's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooih  is  not  so  keen. 
Because  thou  art  not  seen, 
Although  thy  brcalh  be  rude. 
Helgh-ho  !  sing,  heigh-ho  !  unto  the  green  holly: 
Most  friendship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  folly : 
Then,  heigh-ho,  the  holly  ! 

This  life  is  most  jolly. 
Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 
That  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp. 
Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp   ' 
As  friend  remember'd  not. 
Heigh-ho  !  sing,  heigh-ho  !  &c. 

Duke  S.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Roland's  son, — 
As  you  have  whisper'd  faithfully  you  were. 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witness 
Most  truly  limn'd  and  living  in  your  face, — 
Be  truly  welcome  hither  ;  I'm  the  duke, 
That  lov'd  your  father:  the  residue  of  your  fortune. 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me. —  Good  old  man. 
Thou  art  right  welcome  as  thy  master  is. —  ^ 

Support  him  by  the  arm. —  Give  me  your  hand, 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  understand.  \Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 
Scene  I.  A  7-oovi  in  the pahxce. 

Enter  Duke  Frederick.,  Oliver,    Lords,  «;/// Attend- 
ants. 

Duke  /•'.  Not  see  him  since?     Sir,  sir,  that  caniiot  be  : 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  should  not  seek  an  absent  argument 
Ot  niy  revenge,  thou  present.     But  look  to  it . 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wheresoe'er  he  is  ; 
Seek  him  with  candle  ;  bring  him  dead  or  living 
Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  seek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands,  and  all  things  that  thou  dost  call  thine 
Worth  seizure,  do  we  seize  into  our  hands, 
Till  thou  canst  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth 
Of  what  we  think  against  thee. 

Oil.  O,  that  your  highness  knew  my  heart  in  this  ! 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke  F.  More   villain   thou.— Well,  push  him  out  of 
doors ; 
And  let  my  officers  of  such  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  house  and  lands  : 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  ^Exeunt. 

Scene  II.   The  forest  of  Arden. 

Enter   Orlando  with  a  paper,  which  he  hangs  on  a 
tree. 

Orl.  Hang  there,  my  verse,  in  witness  of  my  love : 

And  thou,  thrice  crowned  queen  of   night,  sur- 
vey 
With  thy  chaste  eye,  from  thy  pale  sphere  above. 
Thy  huntress'  name,  that    my    full    life   doth 
sway. 
O  Rosalind  !  these  trees  shall  be  my  books, 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  I'll  character; 
That  every  eye,  which  in  this  forest  looks, 

Shall  see  thy  virtue  witness'd  ever}'  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlando  ;  carve  on  every  tree 
The  fair,  the  chaste,  and  unexpressive  she.  [Exit. 
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Enter  CORIN  and  TOUCHSTONE. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  shepherd's  Hfe,  Master 
Touchstone  ? 

Touch.  Truly,  shepherd,  in  respect  of  itself,  it  is  a 
good  life;  but  in  respect  that  it  is  a  shepherd's  life,  it  is 
naught.  In  respect  that  it  is  solitary,  1  like  it  very  well  , 
but  in  respect  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile  life.  Now, 
in  respect  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleaseth  me  well ;  but  in  re- 
spect it  is  not  in  the  court,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  si)are 
life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  humor  well ;  but  as  there  is  no 
more  plentv  in  it,  it  goes  much  against  my  stomach.  Hast 
any  philosophy  in  thee,  shepherd  } 

Ljr.  No  more  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one  sickens, 
the  worse  at  ease  he  is  ;  and  that  he  that  wants  money, 
means,  and  content,  is  without  three  good  friends;  that 
the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  tire  to  burn  ;  that  good 
pasture  makes  fat  sheep  ;  and  that  a  great  cause  of  the 
night  is  lack  of  the  sun  ;  that  he  that  hath  learned  no  wit 
by  nature  nor  art  maycom])lain  of  good  breeding,  or  comes 
of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Touch.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philosopher.  Wast 
ever  in  court,  shepherd  } 

Cor.  No,  truly. 

Touch.  Then  thou  art  damned. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hope, — 

Touch.  Truly,  thou  art  damned ;  like  an  ill-roasted 
egg,  all  on  one  side. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  court  }     Your  reason. 

Touch.  Why,  if  thou  never  wast  at  court,  thou  never 
sawest  good  manners  ;  if  thou  never  sawest  good  man- 
ners, then  thy  manners  must  be  wicked  ;  and  wickedness 
is  sin,  and  sin  is  damnation.  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  state, 
shepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Master  Touchstone  :  those  that  are 
good  manners  at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  coun- 
try as  the  behavior  of  the  country  is  most  remarkable  at 
the  court.  You  told  me  you  salute  not  at  the  court,  but 
you  kiss  your  hands  :  that  courtesy  would  be  uncleanly, 
if  courtiers  were  shepherds. 

J'ouch.   Instance,  briefly;  come,  instance. 
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Cor.  Why,  we  are  Still  handling  our  ewes;  and  their 
fells,  you  know,  are  greasy. 

Touch.  Why,  do  not  your  courtier's  hands  sweat  ?  and 
is  not  tiie  grease  of  a  mutton  as  wholesome  as  tlie  sweat 
of  a  man  ?  Shallow,  shallow.  A  better  instance,  I  say  ; 
come. 

Cor.  Besides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Touch.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  sooner.  Shallow 
again.     A  more  sounder  instance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarred  over  with  the  surgery 
cf  our  sheep ;  and  would  you  have  us  kiss  tar  }  The 
courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Touch.  Most  shallow  man !  thou  worms-meat,  in  re- 
spect of  a  good  piece  of  fiesh,  indeed  !  —  Learn  of  the 
wise,  and  perpend  :  civet  is  of  a  baser  birth  than  tar, — 
tjie  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend  the  instance, 
shepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  :  I'll  rest. 

Touch.  Wilt  thou  rest  damned  }  God  help  thee,  shal- 
low man  !     God  make  incision  in  thee  !  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  laborer  :  I  earn  that  I  eat,  get 
that  1  wear;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  happiness  ; 
glad  of  other  men's  good,  content  with  my  harm  ;  and 
the  greatest  of  my  pride  is,  to  see  my  ewes  graze  and  my 
iambs  suck. 

Touch.  That  is  another  simple  sin  in  you  ;  to  bring  the 
ewes  and  the  rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your  liv- 
ing by  the  copulation  of  cattle ;  to  be  bawd  to  a  bell- 
wether; and  to  betray  a  she-lamb  of  a  twelvemonth  to  a 
crooked-pated,  old,  cuckoldy  ram,  out  of  all  reasonable 
match.  If  thou  beest  not  damned  for  this,  the  devil  him- 
self will  have  no  shepherds  ;  I  cannot  see  else  how  thou 
shouldst  scape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Master  Ganymede,  my  new 
mistress's  brother. 

Enter  ROSALIND,  reading  a  paper. 

Ros.  "  From  the  east  to  western  Ind 
No  jewel  is  like  Rosalind. 
Her  worth,  being  mounted  on  the  wind, 
Through  all  the  world  bears  Rosalind. 
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All  the  pictures  fairest  lin'd 
Are  but  black  to  Rosalind, 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind 
But  the  face  of  Rosalind." 
ToiicJi.  I'll  rhyme  you  so  eight  years  together,  dinners 
and  suppers  and  sleeping-hours  excepted  :    it  is  the  right 
butter-women's  rank  to  market. 
Ros.  Out,  fool ! 
Touch.  For  a  taste  ; 

If  a  hart  do  lack  a  hind, 
Let  him  seek  out  Rosalind. 
If  the  cat  will  after  kind, 
So  be  sure  will  Rosalind. 
Winter  garments  must  be  lin'd, 
So  must  slender  Rosalind. 
They  that  reap  must  sheaf  and  bind ; 
Then  to  cart  with  Rosalind. 
Sweetest  nut  hath  sourest  rind, 
Such  a  nut  is  Rosalind. 
He  that  sweetest  rose  will  find, 
Must  find  love's  prick  and  Rosalind. 
This  is  the  very  false  gallop  of  verses  :  why  do  you  infect 
yourself  with  them  } 

Ros.  Peace,  you  dull  fool !  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 
Touch.  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 
Ros.  I'll  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  shall  graff  it  with 
a  medlar:    then  it  will  be  the  earliest  fruit  i'  the  country  ; 
for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be    half   ripe,  and    that's   the 
right  virtue  of  the  medlar. 

Touch.  You  have  said  ;  but  whether  wisely  or   no,  let 
the  forest  judge. 

Enter  Celia,  reading  a  paper. 

Ros.  Peace  ! 
Here  comes  my  sister,  reading  :  stand  aside. 
Cel.  [reads] 

"  Why  should  this  a  desert  be  ? 
For  it  is  unpeopled.''     No  ; 
Tongues  I'll  hang  on  every  tree, 
That  shall  civil  sayings  show  : 
Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 
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Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage, 
That  the  stretching  of  a  span 
Buckles  in  his  sum  of  age; 
Some,  of  violated  vows 

'Twixt  the  souls  of  friend  and  friend : 
But  upon  the  fairest  boughs, 
Or  at  ever)'  sentence'  end, 
Will  I  Rosalinda  write  ; 

Teaching  all  that  read  to  know 
The  quintessence  of  every  sprite 

Heaven  would  in  little  show. 
Therefore  Heaven  Nature  charg'd 

That  one  body  should  be  fill'd 
With  all  graces  wide-enlarg'd  : 

Nature  presently  distill'd 
Helen's  cheek,  but  not  her  heart; 

Cleopatra's  majesty  ; 
Atalanta's  better  part ; 

Sad  Lucretia's  modesty. 
Thus  Rosalind  of  many  parts 

By  heavenly  synod  was  devis'd  ; 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts, 

To  have  the  touches  dearest  priz'd. 
Heaven  would  that  she  these  gifts  should  have, 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  slave." 
Ros.   O  most  gentle  Jupiter!  —  what  tedious  homily   of 
love  have  you  wearied  your  parishioners  withal,  and  never 
cried,  "  Have  patience,  good  people  !  " 

Cel.  How  now!  back,  friends: — shepherd,  go  off  a 
little  :  —  go  with  him,  sirrah. 

Touch.  Come,  shepherd,  let  us  make  an  honorable  re- 
treat ;  though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  scrip 
and  scrippage.  \Exeimt  Covin  and  Touchstone. 

Cel.  Didst  thou  hear  these  verses  ? 
Ros.  O,  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ;  for  some 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verses  would  bear. 
Cel.  That's  no  matter:  the  feet  might  bear  the  verses. 
Ros.  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themselves  without  the  verse,  and  therefore  stood  lamely 
in  the  verse. 

Cel.  But  didst  thou  hear  without  wondering  how  thy 
name  should  be  hanged  and  carved  upon  these  trees.'' 
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Ros.  I  was  seven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  the  wonder 
before  you  came;  for  look  here  what  I  found  on  a  pahii- 
tree  :  —  I  was  never  so  be-rhymed  since  Pythagoras'  time, 
that  I  was  an  Irish  rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Trow  you  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Ros.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Cel.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  neck. 
Change  your  color  ? 

Ros.  I  prithee,  who  ? 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord  !  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 
meet ;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earthquakes, 
and  so  encounter. 

Ros.  Nay,  but  who  is  it } 

Cel.  Is  it  possible  .'* 

Ros.  Nay,  I  prithee  now  with  most  petitionary  vehe- 
mence, tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  most  wonderful  won- 
derful !  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that,  out  of  all 
whooping ! 

Ros.  Good  my  complexion !  dost  thou  think,  though  I 
am  caparisoned  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  hose  in 
my  disposition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more  is  a  South-sea 
of  discovery;  I  prithee,  tell  me  who  is  it  quickly,  and 
speak  apace.  I  would  thou  couldst  stammer,  that  thou 
mightst  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as 
wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow-mouthed  bottle, —  either  too 
much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I  prithee,  take  the  cork  out 
of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 

Cel.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Ros.  Is  he  of  God's  making?  What  manner  of  man? 
Is  his  head  worth  a  hat,  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Ros.  Why,  God  will  send  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful :  let  me  stay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou  de- 
lay me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tripped  up  the  wrestler's 
heels  and  your  heart  both  in  an  instant. 

Ros.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  :  speak,  sad  brow 
and  true  maid. 

Cel.  r  faith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Ros.  Orlando  ? 

Cel.  Orlando. 
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J\os.  Alas  the  day!  what  shall  I  do  with  my  doublet 
and  hose?  — What  did  he  when  thou  sawest  him  ?  What 
said  he?  How  looked  he?  Wherein  went  he?  What 
makes  he  here?  Did  he  ask  for  me?  Where  remains 
he  ?  How  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  when  shalt  thou  see 
him  again  ?     Answer  me  in  one  word. 

CV/.  You  must  borrow  me  Gargantua's  mouth  first  : 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  size.  To 
say  ay  and  no  to  these  particulars  is  more  than  to  answer 
in  a  catechism. 

/•^os.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forest,  and  in 
man's  apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  freshly  as  he  did  the  day  he 
wrestled  ? 

G7.  It  is  as  easy  to  count  atomies  as  to  resolve  the 
propositions  of  a  lover:  —  hut  take  a  taste  of  my  finding 
him,  and  relish  it  with  good  observance.  I  found  him 
under  a  tree,  like  a  dropped  acorn. 

Ros.  It  may  well  be  called  Jove's  tree,  when  it  drops 
forth  such  fruit. 

Ce'/.  Give  me  audience,  good  madam. 

Ros.  Proceed. 

Ct'/.  There  lay  'he,  stretched  along,  like  a  wounded 
knight. 

Ros.  Though  it  be  pity  to  see  such  a  sight,  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

G7.  Cr}-,  holla !  to  thy  tongue,  I  prithee ;  it  cun'ets 
unseasonably.     He  was  furnished  like  a  hunter. 

Ros.  O,  ominous !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

Ct'/.  I  would  sing  my  song  without  a  burden  :  thou 
bringest  me  out  of  tune. 

Ros.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman  ?  when  I  think, 
I  must  speak.     Sweet,  say  on. 

Ce/.  You  bring  me  out. —  Soft !  comes  he  not  here  ? 

Ros.  'Tis  he  :  slink  by,  and  note  him. 

\Ce/ia  a7id  Rosa/itid  retire. 

Enter  ORLANDO  and  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company;  but,  good  faith, 
I  had  as  lief  have  been  myself  alone. 

Or/.  And  so  had  I  ;  but  yet,  for  fashion  sake, 
I  thank  you  too  for  your  society. 

Jaq.  God  b'  wi'  you  !   let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 
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Orl.  I  do  desire  we  may  be  better  strangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing  love- 
songs  in  their  barl<s. 

Orl.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  of  my  verses  with  reading 
them  ill-favoredly. 

Jaq.   Rosalind  is  your  love's  name  ? 

Orl.  Yes,  just. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orl.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleasing  you  when  she 
was  christened. 

Jaq.  What  stature  is  she  of  ? 

Orl.  Just  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  answers.  Have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldsmiths'  wives,  and  conned  them 
out  of  rings  ? 

Orl.  Not  so  ;  but  I  answer  you  right  painted  cloth,  from 
whence  you  have  studied  your  questions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit :  I  think  'twas  made  of 
Atalanta's  heels.  Will  you  sit  down  with  me  ?  and  we 
two  will  rail  against  our  mistress  the  world  and  all  our 
misery. 

Orl.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  myself, 
against  whom  I  kno\\  most  faults. 

Jaq.  The  worst  fault  you  have  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orl.  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  best  virtue. 
I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  seeking  for  a  fool  when  I 
found  you. 

Orl.  He  is  drowned  in  the  brook  :  look  but  in,  and  you 
shall  see  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  shall  see  mine  own  figure. 

Orl.   Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool  or  a  cipher. 

Jaq.  I'll  tarry  no  longer  with  you :  farewell,  good 
Signior  Love. 

Orl.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure :  adieu,  good  Mon- 
sieur Melancholy. 

[Ex/t  Jaques.     Celia  and  RosaU;^d  come  Jor^vard. 

Ros.  [aside  to  Celia']  I  will  speak  to  him  like  a  saucy 
lackey,  and  under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him.— 
Do  you  hear,  forester  } 

Orl.  Very  well :  what  would  you  } 

Ros,  I  pray  you,  what  is't  o'clock  ? 
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Orl.  You  should  ask  me,  what  time  o'  clay  :  there's  no 
clock  in  the  forest. 

Ros.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  forest ;  else 
sighing'  e\try  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would 
detect  tiie  lazy  foot  of  Time  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Oil.  And  why  not  the  swift  foot  of  Time.-'  had  not 
that  been  as  proper  ? 

Ros.  By  no  means,  sir.  Time  travels  in  divers  paces 
with  divers  persons  :  I'll  tell  you  who  Time  ambles  withal, 
who  Time  trots  withal,  w'ho  Time  gallops  withal,  and 
who  he  stands  still  withal. 

Orl.  I  prithee,  who  doth  he  trot  withal  } 

Ros.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid  between 
the  contract  of  her  marriage  and  the  day  it  is  solemnized: 
if  the  interim  be  but  a  se'nnight.  Time's  pace  is  so  hard 
that  it  seems  the  length  of  seven  year. 

Orl.  Who  ambles  Time  withal .'' 

Ros.  With  a  priest  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  man 
that  hath  not  the  gout ;  for  the  one  sleeps  easily,  because 
he  cannot  study  ;  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  because  he 
feels  no  pain  :  the  one  lacking  the  burden  of  lean  and 
wasteful  learning;  the  other  knowing  no  burden  of  heavy 
tedious  penury  :  these  Time  ambles  withal. 

Orl.  Who  doth  he  gallop  withal  } 

Ros.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows ;  for  though  he  go  as 
softly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himself  too  soon  there. 

Orl.   Who  stays  it  still  withal  } 

Ros.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  ;  for  they  sleep  be- 
tween term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
Time  moves. 

Orl.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  .'' 

Ros.  With  this  shepherdess,  my  sister  ;  here  in  the  skirts 
of  the  forest,   like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Orl.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Ros.  As  the  cony,  that  you  see  dwell  where  she  is 
kindled. 

Orl.  Your  accent  is  something  finer  than  you  could 
purchase  in  so  removed  a  dwelling, 

Ros.  I  have  been  told  so  of  many:  but  indeed  an  old 
religious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  speak,  who  was  in 
his  youth  an  inland  man ;  one  that  knew  courtship  too 
well,  for  there  he  fell  in  love.     I  have  heard  him  read 
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many  lectures  against  it ;  and  I  thanlv  God  I  ann  not  a 
woman,  to  be  touched  with  so  many  giddy  offenses  as  he 
hath  generally  taxed  their  whole  sex  withal. 

Ori.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils  that 
he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Ros.  There  were  none  principal :  they  were  all  like  one 
another  as  half-pence  are  ;  every  one  fault  seeming  mon- 
strous till  his  fellow-fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orl.  I  prithee,  recount  some  of  them. 

Ros.  No,  I  will  not  cast  away  my  physig  but  on  those 
that  are  sick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  forest,  that 
abuses  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rosalind  on  their 
barks  ;  hangs  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  elegies  on  bram- 
bles ;  all,  forsooth,  deifying  the  name  of  Rosalind  :  if  I 
could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I  would  give  him  some 
good  counsel,  for  he  seems  to  have  the  quotidian  of  love 
upon  him. 

Orl.  I  am  he  that  is  so  love-shaked  :  I  pray  you,  tell  me 
your  remedy. 

Ros.  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon  you  :  he 
taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love  ;  in  which  cage  of 
rushes  I  am  sure  you  are  not  prisoner. 

Orl.  What  were  his  marks  ? 

Ros.  A  lean  cheek, —  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  eye 
anrl  sunken, —  which  you  have  not;  an  unquestionable 
spirit, —  which  you  have  not  ;  a  beard  neglected, —  which 
you  have  not ;  —  but  I  pardon  you  for  that;  for  simply 
your  having  in  beard  is  a  younger  brother's  revenue  :  — 
then  your  hose  should  be  ungartered,  your  bonnet  unband- 
ed,  your  sleeve  unbuttoned,  your  shoe  untied,  and  every 
thing  about  you  demonstrating  a  careless  desolation  ;  — 
but  you  are  no  such  man, —  you  are  rather  point-devise  in 
your  accouterments,  as  loving  yourself  than  seeming  the 
lover  of  any  other. 

Orl.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  I 
love. 

Ros.  Me  believe  it ;  you  may  as  soon  make  her  that  you 
love  believe  it  ;  which,  I  warrant,  she  is  apter  to  do  than 
to  confess  she  does  :  that  is  one  of  the  points  in  the  which 
women  still  give  the  lie  to  their  consciences.  But,  in  good 
sooth,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  verses  on  the  trees, 
wherein  Rosalind  is  so  admired  ? 
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Orl.  I  swear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of  Rusa- 
Hiul,  I  am  that  he,  that  unfortunate  lie. 

Ros.  But  are  you  so  much  in  love  as  your  rhymes 
speak  ? 

Orl.  Neither  rhyme  nor  reason  can  express  how  much. 

Ros.  Love  is  merely  a  madness  ;  and,  1  tell  you,  deserves 
as  well  a  dark  house  and  a  whip  as  madmen  do  :  and 
the  reason  why  they  are  not  so  punished  and  cured  is, 
that  the  lunacy  is  so  ordinary,  that  the  whippers  are  in 
love  too.     Yet  I  profess  curing  it  by  counsel. 

Orl.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  so  .'* 

Ros.  Yes,  one ;  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to 
imagine  me  his  love,  his  mistress;  and  I  set  him  every 
day  to  woo  me  :  at  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moon- 
ish  youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing,  and 
liking;  proud,  fantastical,  apish,  shallow,  inconstant,  full 
of  tears,  full  of  smiles  ;  for  every  passion  something,  and 
for  no  passion  truly  any  thing,  as  boys  and  women  are  for 
the  most  part  cattle  of  this  color  :  would  now  like  him, 
now  loathe  him  ;  then  entertain  him,  then  forswear  him  ; 
now  weep  for  him,  then  spit  at  him  ;  that  I  drave  my 
suitor  from  his  mad  humor  of  love  to  a  loving  humor  of 
madness  ;  which  was,  to  forswear  the  full  stream  of  the 
world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  merely  monastic.  And  thus 
I  cured  him ;  and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wash 
your  liver  as  clean  as  a  sound  sheep's  heart,  that  there 
shall  not  be  one  spot  of  love  in't. 

Orl.  I  would  not  be  cured,  youth. 

Ros.  I  would  cure  you,  if  you  would  but  call  me  Rosa- 
lind, and  come  every  day  to  my  cote  and  woo  me. 

Orl.  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will :  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Ros.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I'll  show  it  you  :  and,  by  the 
way,  you  shall  tell  me  where  in  the  forest  you  live.  Will 
you  go  ? 

Orl.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Ros.  Nay,  you  must  call  me  Rosalind. —  Come,  sister, 
will  you  go  }  [Exeiait. 

Scene  III.     Another  part  of  t he  forest. 
Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey  ;  Jaques  hehiml. 
Touch.    Come  apace,  good  Audrey  :    1  will  fetch  up 
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your  goats,  Audrey.     And  how,  Audrey?    am  I  the  man 
yet?    doth  my  simple  feature  content  you? 

And.  Your  features  !  Lord  warrant  us  !  what  features  ? 

Touch.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  most 
capricious  poet,  honest  Ovid,  was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  Sjxside\    O  i<nowledge  ill-inhabited, —  worse  than 
Jove  in  a  thatched  house ! 

Touch.  When  a  man's  verses  cannot  be  understood, 
nor  man's  good  wit  seconded  with  the  forward  child, 
understanding,  it  strikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great 
reckoning  in  a  little  room. —  Truly,  I  would  the  gods 
had  made  thee  poetical. 

Aud.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  :  is  it  honest  in 
deed  and  word  ?  is  it  a  true  thmg  ? 

Touch.  No,  truly;  for  the  truest  poetry  is  the  most 
feigning ;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry  ;  and  what  they 
swear  in  poetry,  may  be  said,  as  lovers,  they  do  feign. 

Aud.  Do  you  wish,  then,  that  the  gods  had  made  me 
poetical  ? 

Touch.  I  do,  truly;  for  thou  swearest  to  me  thou  art 
honest :  now,  if  thou  werta  poet,  I  might  have  some  hope 
thou  didst  feign. 

Aud.  Would  you  not  have  me  honest  ? 

Touch.  No,  truly,  unless  thou  wert  hard-favored  ;    for 
honesty  coupled  to  beauty  is  to  have  honey  a  sauce  to 
sugar. 
Jaq.  \^aside'\  A  material  fool  ! 

Aud.  Well,  I  am  not  fair ;  and  therefore  I  pray  the  gods 
make  me  honest. 

Touch.  Truly,  and  to  cast  away  honesty  upon  a  foul 
slut,  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  dish. 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  slut,  though  I  thank  the  gods  I  am 
foul. 

Touch.  Well,  praised  be  the  gods  for  thy  foulness  !  slut- 
tishness  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I 
will  marry  thee :  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Martext,  the  vicar  of  the  next  village ;  who  hath 
promised  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  forest,  and  to 
couple  us. 

/ag.  [aside]  I  would  fain  see  this  meeting. 

Aud.  Well,  the  gods  give  us  joy  ! 
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ToKch.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful 
heart,  stagger  in  this  attempt ;  for  here  we  have  no  tem- 
ple but  the  wood,  no  assembly  but  horn-beasts.  But 
what  though  ?  Courage !  As  horns  are  odious,  they  arc 
necessary.  It  is  said,  "  Many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his 
goods  :"  right  ;  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and  knows 
no  end  of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife  ;  'tis 
none  of  his  own  getting.  Horns  .''  ever  to  poor  men  alone  ? 
No,  no; 'the  noblest  deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  ras- 
cal. Is  the  single  man  therefore  blessed  }  No  :  as  a  walled 
town  is  more  worthier  than  a  village,  so  is  the  forehead 
of  a  married  man  more  honorable  than  the  bare  brow  of 
a  bachelor  ;  and  by  how  much  defense  is  better  than  no 
skill,  by  so  much  is  a  horn  more  precious  than  to  want. — 
Here  comes  Sir  Oliver. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar  text. 

Sir  Oliver  Martext,  you  are  well  met :  will  you  dispatch 
us  here  under  this  tree,  or  shall  we  go  with  you  to  your 
chapel  ? 

Sir  OIL  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Touclt.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  OH.  Truly,  she  must  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is 
not  lawful. 

Jaq.  {coming  forward^  Proceed,  proceed:  I'll  give 
her. 

Totich.  Good  even,  good    Master  What-ye-call't  :  how 
do  you,  sir.''  You  are  very  well  met  :  God  ild  you  for  your 
last  company  :  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  :  —  even  a  toy  in 
hand  here,  sir:  —  nay,  pray  be  covered. 
Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  motley.'' 

Touch.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  sir,  the  horse  his  curb, 
and  the  falcon  her  bells,  so  man  hath  his  desires ;  and  as 
pigeons  bill,  so  wedlock  would  be  nibbling. 

Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding,  be 
married  under  a  bush,  like  a  beggar  .-^  Get  you  to  church, 
and  have  a  good  priest  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage 
is  :  this  fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join 
wainscot  ;  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  shrunk  panel,  anc| 
like  green  timber  warp,  warp, 

Touch,  \aside\  I  am  not  in  the  mind  but  I  were 
A.Y.L.1.45,]  IV.  447. 


Act  1 1 1. 'I  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.  {Scene  IV. 

better  to  be  married  of  him  tlian  of  another :  for  he  is  not 
like  to  marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will 
be  a  good  excuse  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 
Jaq.   Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counsel  thee. 
Touch.  Come,  sweet  Audrey  : 
We  must  be  married,  or  we  must  live  in  bawdry. — 
Farewell,  good  Master  Oliver  :  —  not, 
O  sweet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver, 
Leave  me  not  behind  thee  ;  — 
but, 

Wind  away, 
Begone,  I  say, 
I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 
{^Exeunt  Jaqiies,  Touchstone,  and  Aut^ey. 
Sir  OH.  'Tis  no  matter  :  ne'er  a  fantastical  knave  of 
them  all  shall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling.  \Exit. 

Scene  IV.  Another  part  of  the  forest.  Before  a  cottage. 

Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Ros.  Never  talk  to  me ;  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do,  I  prithee  ;  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  consider 
that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Ros.  But  have  I  not  cause  to  weep  } 

Cel.  As  good  cause  as  one  would  desire  ;  therefore 
weep. 

Ros.  His  very  hair  is  of  the  dissembling  color. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's :  marry,  his 
kisses  are  Judas's  own  children. 

Ros.  r  faith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  color. 

Cel.  An  excellent  color :  your  chestnut  was  ever  the 
only  color. 

Ros.  And  his  kissing  is  as  full  of  sanctity  as  the  touch 
of  holy  bread. 

Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  cast  lips  of  Diana  :  a  nun 
of  winter's  sisterhood  kisses  not  more  religiously ;  the 
very  ice  of  chastity  is  in  them. 

Ros.  But  why  did  he  swear  he  would  come  this  morn- 
ing, and  comes  not  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Ros.  Do  you  think  so  } 
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Cel.  Yes  ;  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purse  nor  a  horse- 
stealer;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 
cave as  a  covered  goblet  or  a  worm-eaten  nut. 

Ros.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in  ;  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 

Ros.   You  have  heard  him  swear  downright  he  v^'as. 

Cel.  "  Was  "  is  not  "  is  :  "  besides,  the  oath  of  a  lover 
is  no  stronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapster  ;  they  are  both 
the  confirmers  of  false  reckonings.  He  attends  here  in 
the  forest  on  the  duke  your  father. 

Ros.  I  met  the  duke  yesterday,  and  had  much  question 
with  him  :  he  asked  me,  of  what  parentage  I  was ;  I  told 
him,  of  as  good  as  he;  so  he  laughed,  and  let  me  go. 
But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is  such  a  man  as 
Orlando  .-^ 

Cel.  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verses, 
speaks  brave  words,  swears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks  them 
bravely,  quite  traverse,  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover ;  as 
a  puny  tilter,  that  spurs  his  horse  but  on  one  side,  breaks 
his  staff  like  a  noble  goose :  but  all's  brave  that  youth 
mounts  and  folly  guides. —  Who  comes  here.'' 
Etiter  CORIN. 

Cor.  Mistress  and  master,  you  have  oft  inquir'd 
After  the  shepherd  that  complain'd  of  love. 
Who  you  saw  sitting  by  me  on  the  turf. 
Praising  the  proud  disdainful  shepherdess 
That  was  his  mistress. 

Cel.  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  see  a  pageant  truly  play'd, 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love 
And  the  red  glow  of  scorn  and  proud  disdain, 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  shall  conduct  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Ros.  O,  come,  let  us  remove  : 

The  sight  of  lovers  feedeth  those  in  love. — 
Bring  us  to  see  this  sight,  and  you  shall  say 
I'll  prove  a  busy  actor  in  their  play.  {^Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Another  part  of  the  forest. 

Enter  SlLVlVS  and  Fhebe. 

St'l.  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  scorn  me ;  do  not,  Phebe : 
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Say  that  you  love  me  not ;  but  say  not  so 

In  bitterness.     The  common  executioner, 

Whose  heart  th'  accustom'd   sight   of  death  makes  hard, 

Falls  not  the  ax  upon  the  humbled  neck 

But  first  begs  pardon  :  will  you  sterner  be 

Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops? 

Enter  ROSALIND,  Celia,  and  CORIN,  behind. 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner  : 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  teli'st  me  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye; 
'Tis  pretty,  sure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes  —  that  are  the  frail'st  and  softest  things, 
Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies  — 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers  ! 
Now  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart ; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee: 
Now  ^counterfeit  to  swoon  ;  why,  now  fall  down  ; 
Or,  if  thou  canst  not,  O,  for  shame,  for  shame, 
Lie  not,  to  say  mine  eyes  are  murderers  ! 
Now  show  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee : 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 
Some  scar  of  it  ;  lean  but  upon  a  rush. 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  impressure 
Thy  palm  some  moment  keeps:  but  now  mine  eyes. 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not ; 
Nor,  I  am  sure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. 

Sil.  O  dear  Phebe, 

If  ever  —  as  that  ever  may  be  near  — 
You  meet  in  some  fresh  cheek  the  power  of  fancy, 
Then  shall  you  know  the  wounds  invisible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe.  But,  till  that  time, 

Come  not  thou  near  me  :  and,  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not ; 
As,  till  that  time,  I  shall  not  pity  thee. 

Ros.    YcoDiint:;  forward^   And  why,  I  pray  you  ?     Who 
might  be  your  mother, 
That  you  insult,  exult,  and  all  at  once, 
Over  the  v.'retched  ?  WMiat  though  you  have  some  beauty, — 
As,  by  my  faith,  I  see  no  more  in  you 
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Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed, — 

Must  you  be  therefore  proud  and  i)itile.ss? 

Why,  what  means  tliis  ?     Why  do  you  look  on  me? 

I  see  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  orcUnary 

Of  nature's  sale-work  :  —  'Od's  my  little  life, 

I  think  she  means  to  tanj^le  my  eyes  too  !  — 

No,  faith,  proud  mistress,  hope  not  after  it  : 

'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black-silk  hair. 

Your  bugle  eyeballs,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream. 

That  can  entame  my  spirits  to  your  worship. — 

You  foolish  shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her, 

Like  foggy  south,  jiuffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 

You  are  a  thousand  times  a  proj)ercr  man 

Than  she  a  woman  :  'tis  such  fools  as  you 

That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favor'd  children  : 

'Tis  not  her  glass,  but  you,  that  Hatters  her  ; 

And  out  of  you  she  sees  herself  more  proi)er 

Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  show  her. — 

But,  mistress,  know  yourself :  down  on  your  knees, 

And  thank  heaven,  fasting,  for  a  good  man's  love: 

For  I  must  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, — 

Sell  when  you  can  :  you  are  not  for  all  markets  : 

Cry  the  man  mercy  ;  love  him  ;  take  his  offer  : 

Foul  is  most  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  scoffer. — 

.So,  take  her  to  thee,  shepherd  : —  fare  you  well. 

PJie.  Sweet  youth,  I   pray  you,   chide  a  year  together  : 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide  than  this  man  woo. 

Ros.  He's  fallen   in   love  with  her  foulness,   and  she'll 
fall  in  love  with  my  anger  :  —  if  it  be  so,  as  fast  as  she 
answers   thee  with   frowning   looks,   Fll   sauce  her  with 
bitter  words. — 
Why  look  you  so  upon  me .'' 

Phe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Ros.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 
For  I  am  falser  than  vows  made  in  wine  : 
Besides,  I  like  you  not. —  If  you  will  know  my  house, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives  here  hard  by. — 
Will  you  go,  sister.'*—  Shepherd,  ply  her  hard. — 
Come,  sister. —  Shepherdess,  look  on  him  better, 
And  be  not  proud  :  though  all  the  world  could  see. 
None  could  be  so  abus'd  in  sight  as  he. — 
Come,  to  our  flock.  [Exeitiit  Rosa//iid,  Celia,  afid  Corin , 
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Phe.  Dead  shepherd,  now  I  find  thy  saw  of  might, — 
"  Who  ever  lov'd  that  lov'd  not  at  first  sight?  " 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe, — 

Phc.  Ha,  what  say'st  thou,  Silvius? 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 

Phe.  Why,  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvius. 

Sil.  Wherever  sorrow  is,  relief  would  be  : 
If  you  do  sorrow  at  my  grief  in  love. 
By  giving  love,  your  sorrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  hast  my  love  :  is  not  that  neighborly  } 

Sil.   I  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why,  that  were  covetousness. 

Silvius,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  ; 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love : 
But  since  that  thou  canst  talk  of  love  so  well, 
Thy  company,  which  erst  was  irksome  to  me, 
I  will  endure;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too: 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompense 
Than  thine  own  gladness  that  thou  art  employ 'd. 

5/7.  So  holy  and  so  perfect  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  such  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  shall  think  it  a  most  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harvest  reaps  :  loose  now  and  then 
A  scatter'd  smile,  and  that  I'll  li\e  upon. 

Phe.   Know'st    thou    the  youth  that    spoke  to  me    ere- 
while  ? 

Sil.  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft  ; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds 
That  the  old  carlot  once  was  master  of. 

]^he.  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for  him  ; 
'Tis  but  a  peevish  boy  :  —  yet  he  talks  well  ;  — 
But  what  care  I  for  words.'*  yet  words  do  well. 
When  he  that  speaks  them  pleases  those  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth  :  —  not  very  pretty  :  — 
But,  sure,  he's  proud  ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him ; 
He'll  make  a  proper  man  :  the  best  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion  ;  and  faster  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offense,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 
He  is  not  tall ;  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall  : 
His  leg  is  but  so-so  ;  and  yet  'tis  well : 
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There  was  a  pretty  redness  in  his  lip, 

A  little  riper  and  more  lusty  red 

Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  ;  'twas  just  tlu'  diffrrcnce 

Betwixt  the  constant  red  and  mingled  damask. 

There  be  some  women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark'cl  him 

In  ])arcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  love  with  him  :  but,  for  my  part, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not  ;  and  yet 

I  have  more  cause  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  : 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  said  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black  ; 

And,  now  I  am  remember'd,  scorn 'd  at  me  : 

i  mar\el  why  I  answer'd  not  again  : 

But  that's  all  one  ;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 

And  thou  shalt  bear  it  ;  wilt  thou,  Silvius? 

Sz'l.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

P/ie.  I'll  write  it  straight; 

The  matter's  in  my  head  and  in  mv  lu  art : 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him  and  passing  short. 
Go  with  me,  Silvius.  \_E.veiint. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.      T/ie  Forest  of  Arden. 

Enter  Rosalind,  Celia,  and  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  prithee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  acquainted 
with  thee. 

Ros,  They  say  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

Jaq.  I  am  so  ;   I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Ros.  Those  that  are  in  extremity  of  either  are  abomin- 
able fellows,  and  betray  themselves  to  every  modern  cen- 
sure worse  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  sad  and  say  nothing. 

Ros.  Why,  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  post. 

Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  scholar's  melancholy,  which  is 
emulation  ;  nor  the  musician's,  which  is  fantastical  ;  nor 
the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  ;  nor  the  soldier's,  which  is 
ambitious  ;  nor  the  lawver's,  which  is  politic  ;  nor  the 
lady's,  which  is  nice  ;  nor  the  lover's,  which   is  all  these  ; 
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—  but  it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  own,  compounded  of 
many  simples,  extracted  from  many  objects,  and,  indeed, 
the  sundry  contemplation  of  my  travels,  which,  by  often 
rumination,  wraps  me  in  a  most  humorous  sadness. 

Ros.  A  traveler !  By  my  faith,  you  have  great  reason 
to  be  sad  :  I  fear  you  have  sold  your  own  lands,  to  see 
other  men's  ;  then,  to  have  seen  much,  and  to  have  noth- 
ing, is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  hands. 

J(iq.  Yes,  I  have  gained  my  experience. 

Ros.  And  your  experience  makes  you  sad  :  I  had  rather 
have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry  than  experience  to  make 
me  sad  ;  and  to  travel  for  it  too  ! 

Enter  ORLANDO. 

Orl.  Good  day  and  happiness,  dear  Rosalind  ! 

Jaq.  Nay,  then,  God  b'wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
verse  ! 

Ros.  Farewell,  Monsieur  Traveler  :  look,  you  lisp,  and 
wear  strange  suits  ;  disable  all  the  benefits  of  your  own 
country  ;  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and  almost 
chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance  you  are  ;  or 
I  will  scarce  think  you  have  swam  in  a  gondola.  \Exit 
Jaqucs.A^  Why,  how  now,  Orlando  !  where  have  you 
been  all  this  while  ?  You  a  lover  ! — An  you  serve  me 
such  another  trick,  never  come  in  my  sight  more. 

Orl.  My  fair  Rosalind,  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 
promise. 

Ros.  Break  an  hour's  promise  in  love !  He  that  will 
divide  a  minute  into  a  thousand  parts,  and  break  but  a 
part  of  the  thousandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of 
love,  it  may  be  said  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clapped  him 
o'  the  shoulder,  but  I'll  warrant  him  heart-whole. 

Orl.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rosalind. 

Ros.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
sight  :  I  had  as  lief  be  wooed  of  a  snail. 

Orl.  Of  a  snail  ! 

Ros.  Ay,  of  a  snail  ;  for  though  he  comes  slowly,  he 
carries  his  house  on  his  head. —  A  better  jointure,  I  think, 
than  you  can  make  a  woman  :  besides,  he  brings  his  des- 
tiny with  him. 

Orl.  What's  that  ? 

Ros.  Why,  horns  ;  which  such  as  you  are  fain  to  be 
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beholding'  to  your  wives  for  :  but  he  comes  armed  in  his 
fortune,  and  prevents  the  slander  of  his  wife. 

Orl.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker;  and  my  Rosahnd  is  \ir- 
tuous. 

Ros.  And  I  am  your  Rosahnd. 

Ci'l.  It  pleases  him  to  call  you  so  ;  but  he  hath  a  Rosa- 
lind of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Ros.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me  ;  for  now  I  am  in  a  holiday 
humor,  and  like  enough  to  consent. —  What  would  you 
say  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your  very  very  Rosalind  } 

Orl.  I  would  kiss  before  I  spoke. 

Ros.  Nay,  you  were  better  speak  first  ;  and  when  you 
were  graveled  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occa- 
sion to  kiss.  Very  good  orators,  when  they  are  out,  they 
will  spit  ;  and  for  lovers,  lacking  (God  warn  us  !j  matter, 
the  cleanliest  shift  is  to  kiss. 

Orl.  How  if  the  kiss  be  denied .-' 

Ros.  Then  she  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Orl.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved  mis- 
tress .'' 

Ros.  Marry,  that  should  you,  if  I  were  your  mistress  ; 
or  I  should  think  my  honesty  ranker  than  my  wit. 

Orl.  What,  of  my  suit .'' 

Ros.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your  suit. 
Am  not  I  your  Rosalind  } 

Orl.  I  take  some  joy  to  say  you  are,  because  I  would 
be  talking  of  her. 

Ros.  Well,  in  her  person,  I  say, —  I  will  not   have   you. 

Orl.  Then,  in  mine  own  person,  I  die. 

Ros.  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor  world  is 
almost  six  thousand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  person,  videlicet,  in  a 
love-cause.  Troilus  had  his  brains  dashed  out  \\\\\\  a 
Grecian  club ;  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before  ; 
and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he  would 
have  lived  many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had  turned  nun, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midsummer  night  ;  for,  good 
youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  wash  him  in  the  Hellespont, 
and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was  drowned  :  and  the 
foolish  chroniclers  of  that  age  found  it  was  —  Hero  of 
Sestos.     But  these  are  all  lies:  men  have  died  from   time 
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to  time,  and  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for 
love. 

Or/.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rosalind  of  this  mind  ; 
for,  I  protest,  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Ros.  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly.  But  come, 
now  I  will  be  your  Rosalind  in  a  more  coming-on  dis- 
position ;  and  ask  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orl.  Then  love  me,  Rosalind. 

Ros.  Yes,  faith,  will  I,  Fridays  and   Saturdays  and  all. 

Orl.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  .'' 

Ros.  Ay,  and  twenty  such. 

Orl.  What  sayest  thou  } 

Ros.  Are  you  not  good  .-* 

Orl.  I  hope  so. 

Ros.  Why,  then,  can  one  desire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing.?  —  Come,  sister,  you  shall  be  the  priest,  and  marry 
us.—  Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando. —  What  do  you  say, 
sister  } 

Orl,  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

Cel.  I  cannot  say  the  words. 

Ros.  You  must  begin, —  "  Will  you,  Orlando,"  — 

Cel.  Go  to. —  Will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  this 
Rosalind  } 

Orl.  I  will. 

Ros.   Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orl.   Why  now  ;  as  fast  as  she  can  marr}'  us. 

Ros.  Then  you  must  say, — "  I  take  thee,  Rosalind,  for 
wife." 

Orl.  I  take  thee,  Rosalind,  for  wife. 

Ros.  I  might  ask  you  for  your  commission  ;  but, —  I  do 
take  thee,  Orlando,  for  my  husband  :  — there's  a  girl  goes 
before  the  priest;  and,  certainly,  a  woman's  thought  runs 
before  her  actions. 

Orl.  So  do  all  thoughts, —  they  are  winged. 

Ros.  Now  tell  me  how  long  you  would  have  her,  after 
you  have  possessed  her. 

Orl.  For  ever  and  a  day. 

Ros.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever.  No,  no,  Orlando  ; 
men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they  wed  : 
maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids,  but  the  sky  changes 
when  they  are  wives.  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than 
a  Barbary  cock-pigeon  over   his   hen  ;    more   clamorous 
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than  a  parrot  against  rain  ;  more  new-fangled  than  an 
ape;  more  gitldy  in  my  desires  than  a  moni<ey  :  I  will 
weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the  fountain,  and  I  will 
do  that  when  you  are  disposed  to  be  merr}' ;  I  will 
laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  tiiat  when  thou  art  inclined  to 
sleep. 

Orl.  But  will  my  Rosalind  do  so  ? 

Ros.  By  my  life,  she  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orl.  O,  but  she  is  wise. 

Ros.  Or  else  she  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this :  the 
wiser,  the  way  warder  :  make  the  doors  upon  a  woman's 
wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  casement ;  shut  that,  and  'twill 
out  at  the  keyhole  ;  stop  that,  'twill  fly  with  the  smoke 
out  at  the  chimney. 

Orl.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  such  a  wit,  he  might 
say, —  "  Wit,  whither  wilt .''  " 

Ros.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it  till  you 
meet  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbor's  bed. 

Orl.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excuse  that  } 

Ros.  Marry,  to  say, —  she  came  to  seek  you  there.  You 
shall  never  take  her  without  her  answer,  unless  you  take 
her  without  her  tongue.  O,  that  woman  that  cannot 
make  her  fault  her  husband's  occasion,  let  her  never  nurse 
her  child  herself,  for  she  wmII  breed  it  like  a  fool ! 

Orl.   For  these  two  hours,  Rosalind,  I  will    leave  thee. 

Ros.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours  ! 

Orl.  I  must  attend  the  duke  at  dinner  :  by  two  o'clock 
I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Ros.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways  ;  —  I  knew  what 
you  would  prove  :  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  less:^ — ^  that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won 
me  :  —  'tis  but  one  cast  away,  and  so, —  come,  death  !  — 
Two  o'clock  is  your  hour  } 

Orl.  Ay,  sweet  Rosalind. 

Ros.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earnest,  and  so  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oatiis  that  are  not  dangerous, 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promise,  or  come  one  minute 
behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  most  pathetical 
break-promise,  and  the  most  hollow  lover,  and  the  most 
unworthy  of  her  you  call  Rosalind,  that  may  be  chosen 
out  of  the  gross  band  of  the  unfaithful :  therefore  beware 
my  censure,  and  keep  your  promise. 
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Orl.  With  no  less  religion  than  if  thou  wert  indeed  my 
Rosalind  :  so,  adieu. 

Ros.  Well,  Time  is  the  old  justice  that  examines  all 
such   offenders,  and  let  Time  try :    adieu. 

\Exit  OrlcDido. 

Cel.  You  have  simply  misused  our  sex  in  your  love- 
prate  :  we  must  have  your  doublet  and  hose  plucked  over 
your  head,  and  show  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done 
to  her  own  nest. 

Ros.  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didst  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love !  But  it 
cannot  be  sounded :  my  affection  hath  an  unknown  bot- 
tom, like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather,  bottomless  ;  that  as  fast  as  you  pour 
affection  in,  it  runs  out. 

Ros.  No,  that  same  wicked  bastard  of  Venus,  that  was 
begot  of  thought,  conceived  of  spleen,  and  born  of  mad- 
ness ;  that  blind  rascally  boy,  that  abuses  every  one's 
eyes,  because  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge  how  deep 
I  am  in  love  :  —  I'll  tell  thee,  Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of 
the  sight  of  Orlando  ;  I'll  go  find  a  shadow,  and  sigh  till 
he  come. 

Cel.  And  I'll  sleep.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  II.  Another  part  of  the  forest. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Lords  i7t  the  habit  of  foresters,  with 
a  dead  deer. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  killed  the  deer  .-* 

First  Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

faq.  Let's  present  him  to  the  duke,  like  a  Roman  con- 
queror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  set  the  deer's  horns  upon 
his  head,  for  a  branch  of  victory. —  Have  you  no  song, 
forester,  for  this  purpose  .'' 

Sec.  Lord.  Yes,  sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it  :  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  so  it 
make  noise  enough. 

Song. 

What  shall  he  have  that  kill'd  the  deer? 
His  leather  skin,  and  horns  to  wear, 
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Take  thou  no  scorn  to  wear  the  horn  :  ~| 
It  was  a  crest  ere  thou  wast  born  ;         \  ^j,g„  ^i^g  j,;,,, 
Thy  father's  father  wore  it,  |    home  :  tlw.est 

And  thy  father  bore  it  :  t'-'"^\  ^^'■''  '•^'^ 

,        1  11  1  burden. 

The  horn,  the  horn,  the  lusty  horn, 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  scorn.  J         ^Exeunt. 

Scene  III.  Another  part  of  the  forest. 

Enter  ROSALIND  and  Celia. 

Ros.  How  say  you  now  ?  Is  it  not  past  two  o'clock  .'' 
and  here  much  Orlando  ! 

Ccl.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love  and  troubled  brain, 
he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth  — 
to  sleep.     Look,  who  comes  here. 

Enter  SiLVius. 

Stl.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair. youth  ;  — 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this  :   {Giving  a  letter. 
I  know  not  the  contents ;  but,  as  I  guess 
By  the  stern  brow  and  waspish  action 
Which  she  did  use  as  she  was  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angiy  tenor  :  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltless  messenger. 

Ros.  Patience  herself  would  startle  at  this  letter. 
And  play  the  swaggerer  ;  bear  this,  bear  all : 
She  says  I  am  not  fair  ;  that  I  lack  manners  ; 
She  calls  me  proud  ;  and  that  she  could  not  love  me, 
Wen-  man  as  rare  as  phoenix.     'Od's  my  will  ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt : 
Why  writes  she  so  to  me  .''  —  Well,  shepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil.  No,  I  protest  I  know  not  the  contents  : 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Ros.  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool, 

And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  saw  her  hand  :  she  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  freestone-color'd  hand  ;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands : 
She  has  a  housewife's  hand  ;  but  that's  no  matter: 
I  say,  she  never  did  invent  this  letter; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 
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Sil.  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Ros.  Why,  'tis  a  boisterous  and  a  cruel  style, 
A  style  for  challengers ;  why,  she  defies  me. 
Like  Turk  to  Christian  :  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  such  giant-rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effect 
Than  in  their  countenance. —  Will  you  hear  the  letter  .'' 

Sil.  So  please  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Ros.  She  Phebes  me  :  mark  how  the  tyrant  writes. 

\^Reads 
"  Art  thou  god  to  shepherd  turn'd, 
That  a  maiden's  heart  hath  burn'd  ?  " — 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
Sil.  Call  you  this  railing  } 
Ros.   [rcads^ 

"  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 
Warr'st  thou  with  a  woman's  heart.''  " — 
Did  you  ever  hear  such  railing  .''  —  [Reads. 

"  Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  me. 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me." — 
Meaning  me  a  beast. —  [Reads. 

'•  If  the  scorn  of  your  bright  eyne 
Have  power  to  raise  such  love  in  mine. 
Alack,  in  me  what  strange  effect 
Would  they  work  in  mild  aspect ! 
Whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love  ; 
How,  then,  might  your  prayers  move  1 
He  that  brings  this  love  to  thee 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me  : 
And  by  him  seal  up  thy  mind  ; 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
Will  the  faithful  offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make  ; 
Or  else  by  him  my  love  deny. 
And  then  I'll  study  how  to  die." 
Sil.  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
Cel.  Alas,  poor  shepherd  ! 

Ros.  Do  you  pity  him }  no,  he  deserves  no  pity. — 
Wilt  thou  love  such  a  woman  ?  —  What,  to  make  thee  an 
instrument,  and  play  false  strains  upon  thee !  not  to  be 
endured  !  —  Well,  go  your  way  to  her,—  for  I   see  love 
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hath  made  thee  a  tame  snake, —  and  say  this  to  her:  — 
that  if  she  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee  ;  if  she  will 
not,  I  will  never  have  her,  unless  thou  entreat  for  her. —  If 
you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word  ;  for  here 
comes  more  company.  [^Exit  Silvius. 

Enter  Oliver. 

OIL  Good  morrow,  fair  ones  :  pray  you,  if  you  know, 
Where  in  the  purlieus  of  this  forest  stands 
A  sheep-cote  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

Ccl.  West  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbor  bottom 
The  rank  of  osiers,  by  the  murmuring  stream. 
Left  on  vour  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place. 
But  at  this  hour  the  house  doth  keep  itself ; 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  should  I  know  you  by  description  ; 
Such  garments  and  such  years  :  —  "  The  boy  is  fair, 
Of  female  favor,  and  bestows  himself 
Like  a  ripe  sister:  but  the  woman  low, 
And  browner  than  her  brother."     Are  not  you 
The  owners  of  the  house  I  did  inquire  for  } 

Ccl.  It  is  no  boast,  being  ask'd,  to  say  we  are. 

Oil.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both  ; 
And  to  that  youth  he  calls  his  Rosalind 
He  sends  this  bloody  napkin  ;  —  are  you  he  ? 

Ros.  I  am  :  what  must  we  understand  by  this  } 

Oil.  Some  of  my  shame  ;  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkercher  was  stain'd. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

Oil.  When  last  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you. 
He  left  a  promise  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour;  and,  pacing  through  the  forest, 
Chewing  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befell :  he  threw  his  eye  aside, 
And,  mark,  what  object  did  present  itself : 
Under  an  oak,  whose  boughs  were  moss'd  with  age, 
And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity, 
A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'ergrown  with  hair, 
Lay  sleeping  on  his  back  :  about  his  neck 
A  green  and  gilded  snake  had  wreath 'd  itself, 
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Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 

The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  l)ut  suddenly. 

Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itself. 

And  with  indented  glides  did  slip  away 

Into  a  bush  :  under  which  bush's  shade 

A  lioness,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 

Lay  crouching,  head  on  ground,  with  catlike  watch. 

When  that  the  sleeping  man  should  stir  ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  disposition  of  that  beast 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  seem  as  dead  : 

This  seen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man, 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

Cel.  O,  I  have  heard  him  speak  of  that  same  brother; 
And  he  did  render  him  the  most  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongst  men. 

Oh'.  And  well  he  might  so  do. 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Ros.  But,  to  Orlando  :  —  did  he  leave  him  there, 
Food  tothesuck'd  and  hungry  lioness  ? 

Oh'.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purpos'd  so ; 
But  kindness,  nobler  ever  than  revenge. 
And  nature,  stronger  than  his  just  occasion, 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lioness, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  :  in  which  hurtling 
From  miserable  slumber  I  awak'd. 

Cel.  Are  you  his  brother? 

Ros.  Was  it  you  he  rescu'd? 

Cel.  Was't  you  that  did  so  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  } 

Oh'.  'Twas  I  ;  but  'tis  not  I  :    I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  since  my  conversion 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Ros.  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin  .-*  — 

Oil.  By  and  by. 

When  from  the  first  to  last,  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountments  had  most  kindly  bath'd. 
As,  how  I  came  into  that  desert  place  ;  — 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke. 
Who  gave  me  fresh  array  and  entertainment, 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love ; 
Who  led  me  instantly  unto  his  cave, 
There  stripp'd  himself,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lioness  had  torn  some  flesh  away, 
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Which  all  this  while  had  bled  ;  and  now  he  fainted. 
And  (ried,  in  fainting-,  upon  Rosalind. 
Brief,  I  recover'd  him,  bound  up  his  wound; 
And,  after  some  small  space,  being-  strong  at  heart. 
He  sent  me  hither,  stranger  as  I  am, 
To  tell  this  story,  that  you  might  excuse 
His  i:)roken  jiromise,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 
Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  shepherd  youth, 
That  he  in  sport  doth  call  his  Rosalind. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now,  Ganymede  !  sweet  Ganymede  ! 

I  Rosalind  faints. 

Oli.  Many  will  swoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Ccl.  There  is  no  more  in  it. —  Cousin  Ganymede ! 

Oli.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Ros.  I  would  I  were  at  home. 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither. — 

I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  .'' 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  : —  you  a  man  ?  you  lack 
a  man's  heart. 

Ros.  I  do  so,  I  confess  it.  Ah.  sirrah,  a  body  would 
think  this  was  well  counterfeited  !  I  pray  you,  tell  your 
brother  how  well  I  counterfeited. —  Heigh-ho  ! 

()//.  This  was  not  counterfeit  :  there  is  too  great  testi- 
mony in  your  complexion,  that  it  was  a  passion  of  earnest 

Ros.  Counterfeit,  I  assure  you. 

Oli.  Well,  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to 
be  a  man. 

Ros,  So  I  do:  but,  i'faith,  I  should  have  been  a  woman 
by  right. 

Ccl.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler  :  pray  you,  draw 
homewards. —  Good  sir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I,  for  I  must  bear  answer  back. 
How  you  excuse  my  brother,  Rosalind. 

Ros.  I  shall  devise  something  :  but,  I  pray  you,  com- 
mend my  counterfeiting  to  him  :  —  will  you  go  ?  \Exet(nt. 

ACT  V. 
Scene  I.   The  Forest  of  Arden. 
Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey. 
Touch.  We  shall  find  a  time,  Audrey ;  patience,  gentle 
Audrey. 
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And.  Faith,  the  priest  was  good  enough,  for  all  the  old 
gentleman's  saying. 

Touch.  A  most  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  most  vile 
Martext.  But,  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  forest 
lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis  :  he  hath  no  interest  in  me 
in  the  world  :  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 

Toicch.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  see  a  clown  :  by 
my  troth,  we  that  have  good  wits  have  much  to  answer 
for  ;  we  shall  be  flouting  ;  we  cannot  hold. 

Enter  William, 

Wz'll.  Good  even,  Audrey. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  even,  William. 

Will.  And  good  even  to  you,  sir. 

Touch.  Good  even,  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  head, 
cover  thy  head ;  nay,  prithee,  be  covered.  How  old  are 
you,  friend  ? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  sir. 

Touch.  A  ripe  age.     Is  thy  name  William  } 

Will.  William,  sir. 

Touch.  A  fair  name.     Wast  born  i'  the  forest  here  ? 

Will.  Ay,  sir,  I  thank  God. 

Touch.  Thank  God  ;  —  a  good  answer.     Art  rich .'' 

Will.  Faith,  sir,  so-so. 

Touch.  So-so  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent 
good :  —  and  yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  so-so.  Art  thou 
wise  .'* 

Will.  Ay,  sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Touch,  Why,  thou  sayest  well.  I  do  now  remember 
a  saying,  "  The  fool  doth  think  he  is  wise  ;  but  the  wise 
man  knows  himself  to  be  a  fool."  The  heathen  philos- 
opher, when  he  had  a  desire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open 
his  lips  when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ;  meaning  thereby, 
that  grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  You  do 
love  this  maid  } 

Will.  I  do,  sir. 

Touch.  Give  me  your  hand.    Art  thou  learned  ? 

Will.  No,  sir. 

Touch.  Then  learn  this  of  me:  — to  have,  is  to  have  ; 
for  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetoric,  that  drink,  being  poured  out 
of  a  cup  into  a  glass,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the 
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other;  for  all  your  writers  do  consent  Xk^dX  ipse  is  he: 
now,  you  are  not  ipse,  for  I  am  Im. 

Will.  Which  he,  sir  ? 

Touch.  He,  sir,  that  must  marry  this  woman.  There- 
fdiv,  you  clown,  abandon, — which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave, 
the  society, —  which  in  the  boorish  is  company, —  of  this 
ftniale, —  which  in  the  common  is  woman;  which  to- 
gether is,  abandon  the  society  of  this  female,  or,  clown, 
thou  perishest ;  or,  to  thy  better  understanding,  diest ; 
to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away,  translate  thy  life  into 
death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage  :  I  will  deal  in  ])oison 
with  thee,  or  in  bastinado,  or  in  steel ;  I  will  bandy  with 
thee  in  faction  ;  I  will  o'er-run  thee  with  policy  ;  1  will 
kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways :  therefore  tremble, 
and  depart. 

Aicd.  Do,  good  William. 

Will.  God  rest  you  merrj',  sir.  \Exit. 

Enter  CORIN. 

Co}\  Our  master  and  mistress  seek  you  ;  come,  away, 
away  ! 

Touch.   Trip,  Audrey,  trip,  Audrey. —  I  attend,  I  attend. 

\^E.veu>it. 

Scene  II.  Another  pm-i  of  the  forest. 

Enter  Orlando  atid  Oliver. 

Orl.  Is't  possible  that,  on  so  little  acquaintance,  you 
should  like  her?  that,  but  seeing,  you  should  love  her.'' 
and,  loving,  woo  ?  and,  wooing,  she  should  grant }  and 
will  you  persever  to  enjoy  her .'' 

Oli.  Neither  call  the  giddiness  of  it  in  question,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  small  acquaintance,  my  sudden  woo- 
ing, nor  her  sudden  consenting  ;  but  say  with  me,  I  love 
Aliena;  say  with  her,  that  she  loves  me;  consent  with 
both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other:  it  shall  be  to  your 
good  ;  for  my  father's  house,  and  all  the  revenue  that  was 
old  Sir  Roland's,  will  I  estate  upon  you,  and  here  live 
and  die  a  shepherd. 

Orl.  You  have  my  consent.  Let  your  wedding  be  to- 
morrow :  thither  will  I  invite  the  duke,  and  all's  contented 
followers.  Go  you  and  prepare  Aliena ;  for,  look  you, 
here  comes  my  Rosalind. 
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Enter  ROSALIND. 

Ros.  God  save  you,  brother. 

OIL   And  you,  fair  sister.  \Exit. 

Ros.  O,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  see 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  scarf ! 

Of-l.  It  is  my  arm. 

Ros.  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the 
claws  of  a  lion. 

Orl.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Ros.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
swoon  when  he  showed  me  your  handkercher.^ 

0)-l.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Ros.  O,  I  know  where  you  are:  —  nay,  'tis  true:  there 
was  never  any  thing  so  sudden,  but  the  fight  of  two  rams, 
and  Caesar's  thrasonical  brag  of  —  "I  came,  saw,  and 
overcame:"  for  your  brother  and  my  sister  no  sooner 
met,  but  they  looked  ;  no  sooner  looked,  but  they  loved  ; 
no  sooner  loved,  but  they  sighed  ;  no  sooner  sighed,  but 
they  asked  one  another  the  reason ;  no  sooner  knew  the 
reason,  but  they  sought  the  remedy:  and  in  these  degrees 
have  they  made  a  pair  of  stairs  to  marriage,  which  they 
will  climb  incontinent,  or  else  be  incontinent  before  mar- 
riage :  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they  will 
together ;  clubs  cannot  part  them. 

Orl.  They  shall  be  married  to-morrow;  and  I  will  bid 
the  duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is 
to  look  into  happiness  through  another  man's  eyes  !  By 
so  much  the  more  shall  I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height  of 
heart-heaviness,  by  how  much  I  shall  think  my  brother 
happy  in  having  what  he  wishes  for. 

Ros.  Why,  then,  to-morrow  I  cannot  serve  your  turn 
for  Rosalind  ? 

Orl.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Ros.  I  will  weary  you,  then,  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me,  then, —  for  now  I  speak  to  some  pur- 
pose,—  that  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  con- 
ceit :  I  speak  not  this  that  you  should  bear  a  good 
opinion  of  my  knowledge,  insomuch  I  say  I  know  you 
are  ;  neither  do  I  labor  for  a  greater  esteem  than  may  in 
some  little  measure  draw  a  belief  from  you,  to  do  your- 
self good,  and  not  to  grace  me.     Believe  me,  then,  if  you 
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please,  tliat  I  can  do  strange  things:  I  have,  since  I  was 
ihre."  year  old,  conversed  with  a  magician,  most  pro- 
found in  his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love 
Rosalind  so  near  the  heart  as  your  gesture  cries  it  out, 
when  your  brother  marries  Aliena,  shall  you  marry  her : 
I  kno\"  into  what  straits  of  fortune  she  is  driven  ;  and  it 
is  not  impossible  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to 
you,  to  set  her  before  your  eyes  to-morrow  human  as  she 
is,  and  without  any  danger. 

Orl.  Speakest  thou  in  sober  meaning  ? 

Ros.  By  my  life,  I  do  ;  which  I  tender  dearly,  though  I 
say  I  am  a  magician.  Therefore,  put  you  in  your  best 
array,  bid  your  friends ;  for  if  you  will  be  married  to- 
morrow, you  shall;  and  to  Rosalind,  if  you  will. —  Look, 
here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hers. 

Enter  SiLVius  and  Phebe. 

Phc.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentleness, 
To  show  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Ros.  I  care  not,  if  I  have :  it  is  my  study 
To  seem  despiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
You  are  there  follow'd  by  a  faithful  shepherd  ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him  ;  he  worships  you. 

Phe.  Good   shepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  love 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  tears  ; 
And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.   And  I  for  Rosalind. 

Ros.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  service ;  — 
And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.  And  I  for  Rosalind. 

Ros.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy. 
All  made  of  passion,  and  all  made  of  wishes; 
All  adoration,  duty,  and  obedience. 
All  humbleness,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  observance; — • 
And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  so  am  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.  And  so  am  I  for  Rosalind. 
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Ros.  And  so  am  I  for  no  woman. 

Phe.  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[to  Rosalind, 

Si'l.  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[fo  Phebe. 

Orl.  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Ros.  Who  do  you  speak  to, —  "  Why  blame  you  me  to 
love  you  ?  " 

Orl.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Ros,  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this  ;  'tis  like  the  howling  of 
Irish  wolves  against  the  moon. —  I  will  help  you 
{to  Silviiis\  if  I  can:  —  I  would  love  you  \to  Phebe], 
if  I  could. —  To-morrow  meet  me  all  together. —  I  will 
many  you  \to  Pltebc],  if  ever  I  marry  woman,  and  I'll 
be  married  to-morrow:  —  I  will  satisfy  you  [to  Orlando], 
if  ever  I  satisfy  man,  and  you  shall  be  married  to- 
morrow :  —  I  will  content  you  [to  S/lvlus],  if  what 
pleases  you  contents  you,  and  you  shall  be  married  to- 
morrow.—  As  you  [to  Orlando]  love  Rosalind,  meet :  as 
you  [to  SilviHs]  love  Phebe,  meet  .  and  as  I  love  no 
woman,  I'll  meet. —  So,  fare  you  well:  I  have  left  you 
commands. 

Sil.  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  I. 

Orl.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.  Another  part  of  the  forest. 
Enter  TOUCHSTONE  and  AUDREY. 

Touch.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey ;  to- 
morrow will  we  be  married. 

And.  I  do  desire  it  with  all  my  heart ;  and  I  hope  it  is 
no  dishonest  desire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world.     Here 
come  two  of  the  banished  duke's  pages. 
Enter  two  Pages. 

First  Page.  Well  met,  honest  gentleman. 

Touch.  By  my  troth,  well  met.  Come,  sit,  sit,  and  a 
song. 

Sec.  Page.  We  are  for  you  :  sit  i'  the  middle. 

First  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without 
hawking,  or  spitting,  or  saying  we  are  hoarse,  which  are 
the  only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  } 
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Song. 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lass, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-lield  did  pass 

In  spring-time,  the  only  pretty  ring-time, 
When  birds  do  sing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding : 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  spring. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 

These  pretty  country-folks  would  lie 
In  spring-time,  &c. 

This  carol  they  began  that  hour. 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 

How  that  a  life  was  but  a  flower 
In  spring-time,  &;c. 

And  therefore  take  the  present  time. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ; 

For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime 
In  spring-time,  &c. 

Touch.  Truly,  young  gentlemen,  though  there  was  no 
great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  untime- 
able. 

First  Page.  You  are  deceived,  sir :  we  kept  time,  we 
lost  not  our  time. 

Touch.  By  my  troth,  yes ;  I  count  it  but  time  lost 
to  hear  such  a  foolish  song.  God  b'wi'  you ;  and  God 
mend  your  voices  ! —  Come,  Audrey.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.  Another  part  of  the  forest. 

Enter    Duke    senior,    Amiens,    Jaques,    Orlando, 
Oliver,  «;/^Celia. 

Duke  S.  Dost  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promised  ? 

Orl.  I  sometimes  do  believe,  and  sometimes  do  not ; 
As  those  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

.Y.L.l.  67.1  IV.    469. 


Ac/ y.]  AS  YOU  LIKE  1.      ■     '  iScene  IV. 

Enter  ROSALIND,  SiLVlUS,       «'-yHEBE. 

Ros.  Patience    once    more,    whiles    our    compact   is 
urg'd:  — 
You  say,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rosalind,  [  To  the  Duke. 

You  will  bestow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  S.  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give  with  her. 

Ros.  And  you  say,  you  will  have  her,  when  I  bring  her? 

[7(7  Orlando. 

Orl.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king. 

Ros.  You  say,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing .'' 

{^To  Phebe. 

Phe.  That  will  I,  should  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Ros.  But  if  you  do  refuse  to  marry  me, 
You'll  give  yourself  to  this  most  faithful  shepherd  ? 

Phe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Ros.  You  say,  that    you'll    have    Phebe,  if  she  will? 

[  To  Silvius. 

Sil.  Though  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing. 

Ros.  I've  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even. 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  duke,  to  give  your  daughter  ;  — 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  :  — 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me, 
Or  else,  refusing  me,  to  wed  this  shepherd  : — ■ 
Keep  your  word,  Silvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  she  refuse  me  :  —  and  from  hence  I  go,  \Celia. 

To  make  these  doubts  all  even.    [^Exeunt  Rosalind  and 

Duke  S.  I  do  remember  in  this  shepherd  boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favor. 

Orl.  My  lord,  the  first  time  that  I  ever  saw  him 
Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter : 
But,  my  good  lord,  this  boy  is  forest-born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  desperate  studies  by  his  uncle, 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magiciavi. 
Obscured  in  the  circle  of  this  forest. 

Jaq.  There  is,   sure,   another  flood   toward,  and  these 
couples  are  coming  to  the  ark.     Here  comes  a  pairof  veiy 
strange  beasts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  called  fools. 
Enter  TOUCHSTONE  and  AUDREY. 

Touch.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all ! 

Jaq.  Good   my   lord,    bid    him    welcome  :    this  is  the 
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motley-minded  gentleman  that  I  have  so  often  met  in  the 
forest :  he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he  swears. 

Touch.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my 
purgation.  I  have  trod  a  measure ;  I  have  flattered  a 
lady ;  I  have  been  politic  with  my  friend,  smooth  with 
mine  enemy  ;  I  have  undone  three  tailors ;  I  have  had 
four  quarrels,  and  like  to  have  fought  one. 
Jaq.  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up  } 

Touch.  Faith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was  up- 
on the  seventh  cause. 

Jaq.  How,  the  seventh  cause?  —  Good  my  lord,  like 
this  fellow. 

Duke  S.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Touch.  God  ild  you,  sir ;  I  desire  you  of  the  like.  I 
press  in  here,  sir,  amongst  the  rest  of  the  country  copu- 
latives, to  swear  and  to  forswear;  according  as  marriage 
binds  and  blood  breaks: — a  poor  virgin,  sir,  an  ill-fa- 
vored thing,  sir,  but  mine  own  ;  a  poor  humor  of  mine, 
sir,  to  take  that  that  no  man  else  will  :  rich  honesty 
dwells  like  a  miser,  sir,  in  a  poor  house  ;  as  your  pearl 
in  your  foul  oyster. 

Duke  S.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  swift  and  senten- 
tious. 

Touch.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt,  sir,  and  such 
dulcet  diseases. 

/(iq.  But,  for  the  seventh  cause ;  how  did  you  tind  the 
quarrel  on  the  seventh  cause  ? 

Touch.  Upon  a  lie  seven  times  removed  :  —  bear  your 
body  more  seeming,  Audrey:  —  as  thus,  sir.  I  did  dis- 
like the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier's  beard  :  he  sent  me 
word,  if  I  said  his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the 
mind  it  was :  this  is  called  the  Retort  Courteous.  If  I 
sent  him  word  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  send 
me  word,  he  cut  it  to  please  himself :  this  is  called  the 
Quip  Modest.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  disabled 
my  judgment :  this  is  called  the  Reply  Churlish.  If 
again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  answer,  I  spake  not 
true:  this  is  called  the  Reproof  Valiant.  If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cut,  he  would  say,  I  lied  ;  this  is  called  the  Coun- 
tercheck Quarrelsome  :  and  so  to  the  Lie  Circumstantial 
and  the  Lie  Direct. 
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Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  say,  his  beard  was  not  well 
cut  ? 

Touch.  I  durst  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  Circumstan- 
tial, nor  he  durst  not  give  me  the  Lie  Direct ;  and  so  we 
measured  swords,  and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  vou  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  lie? 

Touch.  O  sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book ;  as  you 
have  books  for  good  manners  :  I  will  name  you  the  de- 
grees. The  first,  the  Retort  Courteous  ;  the  second,  the 
Quip  Modest;  the  third,  the  Reply  Churlish;  the  fourth, 
the  Reproof  Valiant ;  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  Quar- 
relsome ;  the  sixth,  the  Lie  with  Circumstance ;  the 
seventh,  the  Lie  Direct.  All  these  you  may  avoid,  but 
the  Lie  Direct ;  and  you  may  avoid  that  too  with  an  "  if."  I 
knew  when  seven  justices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel  ; 
but  when  the  parties  were  met  themselves,  one  of  them 
thought  but  of  an  "if,"  as,  "  If  you  said  so,  then  I  said 
so  ;  "  and  they  shook  hands,  aud  swore  brothers.  Your 
"if"  is  the  only  peace-maker;  much  virtue  in  "  if." 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  as  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duke  S.  He  uses  his  folly  like  a  stalking-horse,  and 
under  the  presentation  of  that,  he  shoots  his  wit. 

Still  music.       Enter   a  person   representing   HYMEN, 

leading   ROSALIND  ift   woman's    clothes;     and 

Celia. 

Hym.  Then  there  is  mirth  in  heaven. 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  duke,  receive  thy  daughter  : 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  her, 

Yea,  brought  her  hither, 
That  thou  mightst  join  her  hand  with  his 
Whose  heart  within   her  bosom  is. 
Ros.  To  you  I  give  myself,  for  I  am  yours. — [  To  Duke  S. 
To  you  I  give  myself,  for  I  am  yours.  [  To  Orlando. 

Duke  S.  If  there  be  truth  in  sight,  you  are  my  daughter. 
Orl.  If  there  be  truth  in   shape,    you  are  my  Rosalind. 
Phe.  If  sight  and  shape  be  true, 
Why,  then, —  my  love  adieu  ! 
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Ros.  I'll  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  : — [  To  Duke  S. 
I'll  have  no  husband,  if  you  be  not  he  : —  [  To  Orlando. 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  she.  [Tk?  Phebe. 

Hym,  Peace,  ho  !  I  bar  confusion  : 
'Tis  I  must  make  conclusion 

Of  these  most  strange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  must  take  hands 
To  join  in  Hymen's  bands. 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  cross  shall  part:  — 

[  To  Orlattdo  and  Rosalind, 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  :  — 

[  To  Oliver  and  Celia. 
You  to  his  love  must  accord,  [  To  Phebe. 

Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord  :  — 
You  and  you  are  sure  together, 

[  To  ToKc/is/one  and  Audrey. 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather. 
Whiles  a  wedlock  hymn  we  sing. 
Feed  yourselves  with  questioning  ; 
That  reason  wonder  may  diminish. 
How  thus  we  met,  and  these  things  finish. 

So>tg. 

Wedding  is  great  Juno's  crown 
O  blessed  bond  of  board  and  bed ! 

'Tis  Hymen  peoples  e\ery  town  ; 
High  wedlock,  then,  be  honored  : 

Honor,  high  honor,  and  renown, 

To  Hymen,  god  of  every  town  ! 

Duke  S.  O  my  dear  niece,  welcome  thou  art  to  me, 
Even  daughter-welcome,  in  no  less  degree ! 

P/ie.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine ; 
Thy  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine.     [  To  Sihn'us. 
Enter  Jaques  de  Bois. 

Jaq.  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  : 
I  am  the  second  son  of  old  Sir  Roland, 
That  bring  these  tidings  to  this  fair  assembly. — 
Duke  Frederick,  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  resorted  to  this  forest, 
Address'd  a  mighty  power ;  which  were  on  foot, 
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In  his  own  conduct,  purposely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  sword  : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came ; 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 
After  some  question  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprise  and  from  the  world  ; 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  banish 'd  brother. 
And  all  their  lands  restor'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exil'd.     This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  S.  Welcome,  young  man  ; 

Thou  offer'st  fairly  to  thy  brothers'  wedding  : 
To  one,  his  lands  withheld  ;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itself  at  large,  a  potent  dukedom. 
First,  in  this  forest,  let  us  do  those  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number. 
That  have  endur'd  shrewd  days  and  nights  witli  us, 
Shall  share  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune, 
According  to  the  measure  of  their  states. 
Meantime  forget  this  new-fall'n  dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  rustic  revelry.— 
Play,  music  ! — ^and  you.  brides  and  bridegrooms  all. 
With  measure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  the  measures  fall. 

Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience. —  If  I  heard  you  rightly, 
The  duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life, 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  court  ? 

Jaq.  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  these  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. — 
You  [to  Duke  S.\  to  your  former  honor  I  bequeath  ; 
Your  patience  and  your  virtue  well  deserve  it :  — 
You  [ioOrlando]  to  a  love  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit: — 
You  [/<?  O/iver'l  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies: — 
You  [to  Silvhcs]  to  a  long  and  well-deserved  bed  :  — 
And  you  \/o  Touc/isfo/ie']  to    wrangling ;    for  thy  loving 

voyage 
Is  but  for  two  months  victual'd. —  So,  to  your  pleasures  : 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  measures. 
Duke  S.  Stay,  Jaques,  stay. 

Jaq.  To  see  no  pastime  I  :  —  what  you  would  have 
I'll  stay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  cave.  [Exit. 
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Duke  S.  Proceed,  proceed :  we  will  begin  these  rites, 
A.S  we  do  trust  they'll  end,  in  true  delights.        \A  ciance. 

EPILOGUE. 

Ros.  It  Is  not  the  fashion  to  see  the  lady  the  epilogue ; 
but  it  is  no  mure  unhandsome  than  to  see  the  lord  the 
prologue.  If  it  be  true  that  good  wine  needs  no  bush, 
'lis  true  that  a  good  play  needs  no  epilogue  :  yet  to  gooci 
wine  they  do  use  good  bushes;  and  good  plays  prove  the 
better  by  the  help  of  good  epilogues.  What  a  case  am  I 
in,  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  epilogue,  nor  cannot  in- 
sinuate with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  play  !  1  am  not 
furnished  like  a  beggar,  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become 
me  ;  my  way  is,  to  conjure  you  ;  and  I'll  begin  with  the 
women.  I  charge  you,  O  women,  for  the  love  you  bear 
to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  play  as  please  you  :  and 
I  charge  you,  O  men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  women 
(as  I  perceive  by  your  simpering,  none  of  you  hates 
them),  that  between  you  and  the  women  the  play  may 
please.  If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  kiss  as  many  of  you 
as  had  beards  that  pleased  me,  complexions  that  liked 
me,  and  breaths  that  I  defied  not :  and,  I  am  sure,  as 
many  as  have  good  beards,  or  good  faces,  or  sweet 
breaths,  will,  for  my  kind  offer,  when  I  make  courtesy,  bid 
me  farewell.  \_Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


Claudius,  king  of  Denmark. 
Hamlet,   son  to  the    former, 

and  nephew  to  the  present 

king. 
PoLONius,  lord  chamberlain. 
Horatio,  friend  to  Hamlet. 
Laertes,  son  to  Polonius. 

VOLTIMAND,  ^ 

Cornelius,  j 

Rosencrantz, 

guildenstern, 

OSRIC, 

A  Gentleman, 
A  Priest. 


-  courtiers. 


Marcellus,  )    cc 

Beunardo,    r^""^^- 

Francisco,  a  soldier. 

Reynaldo,  servant  to  Polo- 
nius. 

Players. 

Two  Clowns,  grave-diggers. 

Fortinbras,  prince  of  Nor- 
way. 

A  Captain. 

English  Ambassadors. 

Gertrude, queen  of  Denmark, 
and  niotlier  to  Hamlet. 

Ophelia,  daughter  to  Polo- 
nius. 

Lords,    Ladies,    Officers,    Soldiers,    Sailors,    Messengers,    and 

other  Attendants. 

Ghost  of  Hamlet's  Father. 

Scene — Elsinore ;  except  in  the  fou7-th    scene  of  tJie 
fifth  act,  where  it  is  a  plain  in   Den))iark. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  L  Elsinore.  A  platform  before  the  castle. 

Francisco  at  his  post.    Enter  to  him  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me  :  stand,  unfold  yourself. 

Ber.  Long  live  the  king  ! 

Fran.  Bernardo  ? 

Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour, 
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Ber.  'Tis  now  struck  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Francisco. 

Fra7i.  For  this  relief  much  thanks  :  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Be7'.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  .? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Fran.  I    think    I    hear  them.— Stand,   ho!      Who   is 
there .'' 

Enter  liORATlO  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

Mar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier  : 

Who  hath  reliev'd  you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  \ExU. 

Mar.  Holla !    Bernardo  ! 

Ber.  Say, — 

What,  is  Horatio  there  } 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatio  :  —  welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to-night? 

Ber.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  says  'tis  but  our  fantasy, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us: 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it. 

Hor.  Tush,  tush,  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile  ; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Hor.  Well,  sit  we  down. 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all. 
When  yond  same  star  that's  westward  from  the  pole 
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Had  made  his  course  t'  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus  and  myself. 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar.  Peace,  break   thee   off ;    look,   where   it   comes 
again  ! 

Enter  Ghost. 

Ber.  In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that's  dead. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar  ;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king  ?  mark  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  Most  like :  —  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  won- 
der. 

Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 

Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  1  by  heaven  I  charge  thee,  speak  ! 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See,  it  stalks  away  ! 

Hor.  Stay  !  speak,  speak  !  I  charge  thee,  speak  ! 

\^Exit  GJiost. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  !  you  tremble,  and  look  pale  : 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  .^ 
What  think  you  on't? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself : 
Such  was  the  very  armor  he  had  on 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norway  combated  ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  \\\  an  angry  parle,  • 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacks  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  strange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  jump  at  this  dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I  know  not  ; 
But,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion. 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
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Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  wa\  , 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sundaj-  froit.  the  week  ; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  jclnt-laborer  with  the  day : 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Ho7'.  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick 'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet  — 
For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him  — 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras ;  who,  by  a  seal'd  compactj_ 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands 
Which  he  stood  seiz'd  of  to  the  conqueror: 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king  ;  which  had  return'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher;  as,  by  the  same  co-mart. 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design 'd. 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now,  sir,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark'd  up  a  list  of  lawless  resolutes. 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 
That  hath  a  stomach  in't:  which  is  no  other  — 
As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state  — 
But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand 
And  terms  compulsative,  those  foresaid  lands 
So  by  his  father  lost  :  and  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
The  source  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other  but  e'en  so : 
Well  may  it  sort,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was  and  is  the  question  of  these  wars. 
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Hor.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell, 
The  gravLs  stood  tenantltss,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeal<  and  g'ibf:)er  in  the  Roman  streets  : 
As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood, 
Disasters  in  the  sun  ;  and  tlie  moist  star, 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands. 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse  : 
And  even  the  lil<e  precurse  of  fierce  events  — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on  — 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climature  and  countrymen. — 
Rut,  soft,  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

I'll  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. —  Stay,  illusion  ! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice. 

Speak  to  me : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me. 

Speak  to  me  : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate. 

Which,  happily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O,  speak  ! 

Or  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 

For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

\Cock  crows. 
Speak  of  it  :  — stay,  and  speak  !  —  Stop  it,  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan  ? 

Hor.   Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Ber.  'Tis  here  ! 

Hor.  'Tis  here ! 

Mar.  'Tis  gone  !  [Exit  Ghost. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  offer  it  the  show*  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
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Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and  at  his  warning. 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
Th'  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine:  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Ma7'.   It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birtii  is  celebrated. 
The  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  dare  stir  abroad  ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike, 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm  ; 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

H07-.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill: 
Break  we  our  watch  up  :  and,  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet  :.  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him  : 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty.-* 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray  ;  and  I  this  morning"  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  convenient.  \_Exeunt. 

Scene  IL      The  same.     A  room  of  state  t'n  the  castle. 

Enter  the  King,  Queen,  Hamlet,  Polonius,  Laertes, 
VoLTiMAND,  Cornelius,  Lords,  «;/(f  Attendants. 

King.   Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 
The  memory  be  green  ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe  ; 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature, 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him. 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
Th'  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state, 
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Have  we,  as  'twere  with  a  clefcatcd  joy, — 

With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye. 

With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  witli  dirge  in  marriage, 

In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole, — 

Taken  to  wife  :  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 

Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 

With  this  affair  along  :  —  for  all,  our  thanks. 

Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  F'ortinbras, 

Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth. 

Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 

Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 

CoUeagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage, — • 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message, 

Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 

Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  of  law. 

To  our  most  valiant  brother.     So  much  for  him.— 

Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting: 

Thus  much  the  business  is  :  —  we  have  here  writ 

To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — ■ 

Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 

Of  this  his  nei)hew's  purpose, —  to  suppress 

His  further  gait  herein  ;  in  that  the  levies. 

The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  subject  :  —  and  we  here  dispatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway; 

("living  to  you  no  further  personal  power 

To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  dilated  articles  allow. 

P'arewell  ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Cor.,  I'oL  In    that  and  all  things  will   we   show   our 
duty. 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing  :  heartily  farewell. 

{^Exeunt  Volti)naiid  aiid  Cornelius. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  .'' 
You  told  us  of  some  suit  ;  what  is't,  Laertes  } 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 
And  lose  your  voice:  what  wouldst  thou  beg,  Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking .'' 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart. 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
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Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Dread  my  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favor  to  return  to  France  ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation  ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  again  toward  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.    Have   you    your  father's  leave }      What   says 
Polonius  ? 

Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  slow  leave 
By  laborsome  petition  ;  and,  at  last. 
Upon  his  will  I  seal'd  my  hard  consent : 
I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes  ;  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  best  graces  spend  it  at  thy  will !  — 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, — • 

Ham.    \aside\  A  little    more    than    kin,  and   less   than 
kind. 

King.  How  is  it  that  tlie  clouds  still  hang  on  you  .'* 

Hani,  Not   so,  my  lord  ;   1  am  too  much  i'  the  sun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  color  off. 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust  : 
Thou  know'st  'tis  common, —  all  that  live  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  isconnnon. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 

Hani.  Seems,  madam  !  nay,  it  is  ;  1  know  not  "seems." 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forc'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  havior  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly:  these,  indeed,  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play  : 
But  I  have  that  within  which  passeth  show  ; 
These  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 
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Kt'ng.'T'xs   sweet   and    commendable    in  your  nature, 
Hamlet. 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father: 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father  ; 
'["hat  father  lost,  lost  his  ;  and  the  survivor  bound. 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow  :  but  to  persever 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  im])ious  stubbornness  ;  'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven  ; 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient ; 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd  : 
Yor  what  we  know  must  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense. 
Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition, 
Take  it  to  heart  ?     Fie  !  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  tVie  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 
To  reason  most  absurd  ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried. 
From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
"  This  must  be  so."     We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe  ;  and  think  of  us 
AJbf  a  father:  for  let  the  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne  ; 
And  with  no  less  nobility  of  love 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son, 
^  Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire : 
And  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose    her  prayers,    Ham- 
let: 
1  pray  thee,  stay  with  us  ;  go  not  to  Wittenberg.. 

Ham.  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam.    / 

King.   Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply  :       "^ 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. —  Madam,  come; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart  :  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell; 
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And  the  king's  rouse  the  heavens  shall  bruit  again. 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  away. 

[Exeunt  ail  except  Hatnlet. 
Ham.  O,  that  this  too-too  solid  flesh  would  melt. 
Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew  ! 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter  !     O  God  !  O  God  1 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on't !  O,  fie  !  'tis  an  un weeded  garden, 
That  grows  to  seed  ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 
Possess  it  merely.     That  it  should  come  to  this  ! 
But  two  months  dead  !  —  nay,  not  so  much,  not  two : 
^  So  excellent  a  king;  that  was,  to  this, 

^  Hyperion  to  a  satyr ;  so  loving  to  my  mother, 

-'  That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 

Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth  ! 
^  Must  I  remember  }  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 

^  As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 

-   '  By  what  it  fed  on  :  and  yet,  within  a  month, — 

Let  me  not  think  on't, —  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman!  — 

A  little  month  ;  or  e'er  those  shoes  were  old 

With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body. 

Like  Niobe,  all  tears; —  why  she,  even  slie  — 

O  God  !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason. 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer — married  with  my  uncle. 

My  father's  brother ;  but  no  more  like  my  father 

Than  I  to  Hercules :  within  a  month  ; 

Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes. 

She  married  : —  O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 

With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets  ! 

It  is  not,  nor*it  cannot  come  to,  good  : 

But  break,  my  heart, —  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue! 

Enter  HORATio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  lordship  ! 

Ham.  I'm  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio, —  or  I  do  forget  myself. 

Ho)-.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  vour  poor  servant  ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my  good  friend  ;  I'll  change  that  name  with 
you : 
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And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  ?  — 
Marcellus  ? 

Mar.  My  good  lord, — 

Ham.  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you. —  Good  even,  sir. — 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Hor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so  ; 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself :  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  !  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio  !  — 
My  father,—  methinks  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.  O,  where,  my  loi-d  ? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once  ;  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Hatn.   Saw  who  .-* 

Hor.   My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 

Ham.  The  king  my  father ! 

Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear  ;  till  I  may  deliver. 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encounter'd.     A  figure  like  your  father, 
Armed  at  point,  exactly,  cap-a-pe. 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them  :  thrice  he  walk'd 
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By  their  oppress'd  and  fear-surprised  eyes. 

Within  his  truncheon's  length  ;  whilst  they,  distill'd 

Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear, 

Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 

In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did  ; 

And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch  : 

Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time, 

Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and 

The  apparition  comes  :  I  knew  your  father  ; 

These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd 

Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it } 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  did ; 

But  answer  made  it  none :  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak  : 
But  even  then  the  morning  cock  crew  loud  ; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  'Tis  very  strange. 

Hor.   As  I  do  live,  my  honor'd  lord,  'tis  true ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night  } 

Alar.,  Ber.  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you  ? 

Mar.,  Ber.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  } 

Mar.,  Ber.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  not  his  face  ? 

Hor.  O,  yes,  my  lord  ;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 

Ham.   What,  look'd  he  frowningly  1 

Hor.  A  countenance  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  } 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Very  like,  very  like.     Stay'd  it  long  } 
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/for.  While   one   with    moderate   haste   might    tell    a 
hundred. 

Mar.,  Ber.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw't. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled, —  no  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

}Iam.  I  will  watch  to-night  ; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape. 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight, 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue  : 
I  will  requite  your  loves.     So,  fare  ye  well : 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I'll  visit  you . 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honor. 

Ha»i.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you  :  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Horatio,  Afarce/lus,  and  Bernardo. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms  !  all  is  not  well  ; 
I  doubt  some  foul  play  :  would  the  night  were  come ! 
Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul  :  foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,   to  men's  eyes. 

[Exit. 

Scene  III.  T/ie  same.  A  room  in  POLONIUS'  house. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd  :  farewell : 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit. 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep. 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favor, 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood  ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature. 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
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The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute  ; 
No  more. 

Op/i.  No  more  but  so  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more  : 

For  nature,  crescent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews  and  bulk  ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now; 
And  now  no  soil  nor  cautel  doth  besmirch 
The  virtue  of  his  will :  but  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own; 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth  : 
HeliiaylTot,  asTihvalu'd  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state ; 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 
Whereof  he  is  the  head.     Then   if  he  says  he  loves  you, 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it, 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 
May  give  his  saying  deed ;  which  is  no  further 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honor  may  sustain, 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs  ; 
Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister; 
And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection. 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 
The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough. 
If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  : 
Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes : 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring. 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclos'd ; 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 
Be  wary,  then  ;  best  safety  lies  in  fear  : 
Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph.  I  shall  th'  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.     But,  good  my  brother, 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven  ; 
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Whilst,  like  a  puff' d  and  reckless  libertine, 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  own  road. 

Laer.  O,  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long  :  —  but  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes  !  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame  ! 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail. 
And  you  are  stay'd  for.     There, —  my  blessing  with  thee  ! 
^Laying  his  hcutd  on  Laertes'  head. 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.     Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel  ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comra'de.     Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but  being  in, 
Bear't,  that  th'  opi)osed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice  : 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy. 
But  not  express'd  in  fancy;  rich,  not  gaudy: 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man  ; 
And  they  in  France  of  the  best  rank  and  station 
Are  most  select  and  generous,  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 
This  above  all, —  to  thine  ownself  be  true; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 
Farewell :  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee  ! 

Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Pol.  The  time  invites  you  ;  go,  your  servants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia  ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 
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Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  \Exit. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 

Oph.  So  please    you,    something    touching    the  Lord 
Hamlet. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought : 
'Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous: 
If  it  be  so, — ^s  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution, —  I  must  tell  you, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly 
As  it  behooves  my  daughter  and  your  honor. 
What  is  between  you.''  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  Ke  hath,  my  lord,   of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection  !  pooh  !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.   I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

Pol.  Marry,  I'll  teach  you  :  think  yourself  a  baby; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  sterling.     Tender  yourself  more  dearly ; 
Or  —  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Running  it  thus  —  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love 
In  honorable  fashion. 

Pol.   Ay,  fashion  you  may  call't ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech,  my 
lord. 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     I  do  know. 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows  :  these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat, —  extinct  in  both. 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a-making, — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence  ; 
Set  your  entreatjnents  at  a  higher  rate 
Than  a  command  to  parley.     For  Lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young  ; 
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And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk 

Than  may  be  given  you  :  in  few,  Ophelia, 

Do  not  believe  his  vows  ;  for  tliey  are  brokers, — 

Not  of  that  dye  which  their  investments  show. 

But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 

Breathing'  like  sanctified  and  pious  bawds. 

The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all, — 

I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 

Have  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Look  to't,  I  charge  you  :  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeufit. 

Scene  IV.      The  same.      The  platform  before  the  castle. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ha7n.  The  air  bites  shrewdly  ;  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor.  Indeed  }  I  heard  it  not :   then  it  draws  near  the 
season 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 
\A  flourish  of   trumpets,  and  ordnance  shot  off,  wz'fhhi. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  } 

Ham.  The   king  doth    wake   to-night,    and  takes  his 
rouse, 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  swaggering  up-spring  reels  ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish  down. 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  custom  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  marr}',  is't : 
But  to  my  mind, —  though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  born, —  it  is  a  custom 
More  honor'd  in  the  breach  than  the  observance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel  east  and  west 
Makes  us  traduc'd  and  tax'd  of  other  nations  : 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition  ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,  though  perform'd  at  height, 
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The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 
That,  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 
As,  in  their  birth, —  wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin, — 
By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion. 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason ; 
Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'erleavens 
The  form  of  plausive  manners  ;  —  that  these  men, — 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect. 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 
Their  virtues  else  —  be  they  as  pure  as  grace. 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo  — 
Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault :  the  dram  of  evil 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  oft  debase 
To  his  own  scandal. 
Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes ! 

Enter  Ghost. 

Ham.  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us!  — 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health  or  goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven  or  blasts  from  hell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape. 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee  :  I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane  :  O,  answer  me  ! 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance  ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements ;  why  the  sepulcher. 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws 
To  cast  thee  up  again  !  What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous  ;  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this  .f*  wherefore.''  what  should  we  do.? 

\Ghost  beckons  Hamiet^ 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
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As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  y^u  alonCy 

Mar.  A^ook,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground  :  ^  l 

But  do  not  go  with  it.  -1^ 

//or.  No,  by  no  means.  .. 

Ham.  It  will  not  speak;  then  I  will  follow  it./ ' 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear.? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again  ;  —  I'll  follow  it. 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord. 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea, 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason, 
And  draw  you  into  madness  ?  think  of  it : 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain, 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  //  It  waves  me  still. — 

Go  on  ;  I'll  follow  thee.  •iyK 

Mar.     You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hor.  Be  rul'd  ;  you  shall  not  go.  // 

Ham.  ^i  _Mv  fate  cries  out.    — ^>^  ->- 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. —    \Ghost  beckons. 
Still  am  I  called  :   —  unhand  me,  gentlemen  ;  — 

\Brcakiitg from  them. 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me  :  —  / 

I  say,  away  !  —  Go  on  ;  I'll  follow  thee.  //  -i^y  '       ^^Hqa 

[^Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet.  i 

Hor.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow  ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after.  —  To  what  issue  will  this  come  ? 

Mar.  So^mething  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor.   Heaven  wilF direct  if. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  {^Exeunt. 
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Scene  V.     T^e  same.      A    more  remote  part  of  the 
platform. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.     Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  speak;  I'll  go  no 
further. 

Ghost.   Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  come, 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  ghost  ! 

Ghost.   Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak  ;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Hatn.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul  ;  freeze  thy  young  blood  ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres ; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porpentine; 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood. — List,  list,  O,  list  !  — 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, — 

Ham.   O  God  ! 

Ghost.   Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Ham.   Murder  ! 

Ghost.   Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is  ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Haste  me  to  know't,  that  L  with  wings  as  swift 
As  meditation  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt  ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
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That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 

Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear: 

"ris  given  out  that,  sleeping  in  my  orchard, 

A  serpent  stung  me;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 

is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 

Kankly  abus'd  :  l)ut  know,  thou  noble  youth, 

The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life 

Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  prophetic  soul ! 

My  uncle! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast. 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, — 
O  wicked  wit  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce  !  —  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming-virtuous  queen; 

0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine  ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 

Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven; 

So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd, 

Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed. 

And  pray  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !  methinks  I  scent  the  morning  air; 

Brief  let  me  be. — •  Sleeping  within  my  orchard. 

My  custom  always  in  the  afternoon, 

Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole, 

With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  vial, 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  leperous  distillment ;  whose  effect 

Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 

That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body; 

And,  with  a  sudden  vigor,  it  doth  posset 

And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 

The  thin  and  wholesome  blood  :  so  did  it  mine; 

And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about. 

Most  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust 

All  my  smooth  body. 
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Thus  was  I,  sleeping-,  by  a  brother's  hand 

Of  Hfe,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  dispatch'd : 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 

Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanel'd  ; 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head  : 

O,  horrible  !  O,  horrible  !  most  horrible ! 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 

But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act, 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 

Against  thy  mother  aught:  leave  her  to  heaven, 

And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge 

To  prick  and  sting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once ! 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near. 

And  gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire  : 

Adieu,  adieu,  adieu !  remember  me.  \Exit. 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven  !  O  earth  !  what  else? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell  }  — O,  fie! —  Hold,  my  heart ; 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up. —  Remember  thee  ! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.     Remember  thee  ! 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there  ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter ;  yes,  by  heaven  !  — 
O  most  pernicious  woman  ! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain  ! 
My  tables, —  meet  it  is  I  set  it  down. 

That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain  ; 

At  least  I'm  sure  it  may   be  so  in  Denmark  :     [  VVrifing. 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Now  to  my  word  ; 

It  is,  "  Adieu,  adieu  !  remember  me  :  " 

1  have  sworn't. 

Ho?-.  \^ivithin\  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

Mar.  \7inthi)i\  Lord  Hamlet, — 

Hor.  \withi>i\  Heavqn  secure  him  ! 
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Mar.   \7vithin\  So  be  it  ! 

Hor.  \iuithi7i\   I  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  come. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  How  is't,  my  nol^le  lord  ? 

}{or.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  O,  wonderful ! 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No  ;  you'll  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.   How  say  you,  then  ;    would  heart  of  man  once 
think  it.?  — 
But  you'll  be  secret  } 

Hor.,  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark 
But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,    my  lord,  come    from  the 
grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right !  you're  i'  the  right ; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 
You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, — 
For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is  ;  — and  for  mine  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I'll  go  pray. 

Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my  lord. 

Ham.   I'm  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily  ; 
Yes,  faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offense,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offense  too.     Touching  this  vision  here, — 
It  as  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you  : 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'ermaster't  as  you  may.     And  now,  good  friends, 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers. 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord  .''  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to-night. 

Hor.,  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 
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Ham.  Nay,  but  swear't. 

Hor.  In  faith 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar.  We've  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.   Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost.  \beneath\  Swear. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha,  boy !    say'st  thou  so  .'    art  thou    there, 
truepenny?  — 
Come  on, —  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage, — 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hor.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Gliost.   [bcfwat/i]  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  et  ubique?  then  we'll  shift  our  ground. — 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword  : 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost.  \beneath'\  Swear. 

Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole  !    canst  work  i'  th'  earth  so 
fast } 
A  worthy  pioner  !  —  Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  strange! 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  our  philosophy. 
But  come  ;  — 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy, 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself, — 
As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  disposition  on, — 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  me,  never  shall. 
With  arms  encumber'd  thus,  or  this  head-shake. 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase, 
As    "  Well,   well,    we    know,"  or   "  We  could,  an    if   we 

would," 
Or  "  If  we  list  to  s]5eak,"  or  "  There  be,  an  if  they  might," 
Or  such  amf)iguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me  :  —  this  not  to  do, 
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So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you. 
Swear. 

Ghost,  {heneatli]  Swear. 

Ham.  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit ! — So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you  : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do  t'  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together ;  ^ 

And  still  your  lingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray.  W 

The  time  is  out  of  joint :  —  O  cursed  spite,  U- 

Xhat  ever  I  was  born^to  set  it  right ! —     '^':] 
Nay,  comeTTeTs^o^ogether^  "  \Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.  Ehinore.     A  room  in  POLONIUS'  house. 

£"«/'^r  POLONIUS  atid  Reynaldo. 

Pol.  Give  him  this  money  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo. 

Rey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  shall  do  marvel's  wisely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behavior. 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  said  ;  very  well  said.     Look  you,  sir. 
Inquire  me  tirst  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris  ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense  ;  and  finding. 
By  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question. 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him ; 
As  thus,  "  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends. 
And  in  part  him  ;  "  —  do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  "And  in  part  him;  — but,"  you   may  say,  'not 
well : 
But,  if't  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild  ; 
Addicted  so  and  so  ;  "  —  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please  ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonor  him  ;  take  heed  of  that; 
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But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  us-u-al  slips 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Jiey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Ft)/.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing. 
Quarreling,  drabbing:  —  you  may  go  so  far. 

7\'dj.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonor  him. 

Po/.  Faith,  no  ;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  ; 

That's  not  my  meaning  :  but  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly, 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty  ; 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind  ; 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault. 

Fey.  But,  my  good  lord, — 

Po/.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that. 

Po/.  Marry,  sir,  here's  my  drift ; 

And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant ; 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'  the  working, 
Mark  you. 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound. 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty,  be  assur'd 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence  ; 
"  Good  sir,"  or  so  ;  or  "  friend,"  or  "  gentleman," — 
According  to  the  phrase,  or  tiie  addition. 
Of  man  and  country. 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Po/.  And  then,  sir,  does  he  this, —  he  does  — 
What  was  I  about  to  say.''  —  By  the  mass,  I  was 
About  to  say  something:  —  where  did  I  leave? 

/iey.  At  "  closes  in  the  consequence," 
At  "friend  or  so,"  and  "gentleman." 

Po/.  At  "closes  in  the  consequence," — ay,  marry; 
He  closes  with  you  thus:  "  I  know  the  gentleman  ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'other  day. 
Or  then,  or  then ;  with  such,  or  such  ;  and,  as  you  say, 
There  was  he  gaming;  there  o'ertook  in's  rouse; 
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There  falling  out  at  tennis :  "  or  perchance, 

"  I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale,"  — 

Videlicet,  a  brothel, —  or  so  forth. — 

See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth " 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach. 

With  windlasses  and  with  assays  of  bias, 

By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice. 

Shall  you  my  son.     You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  b'  wi'  you  !  fare  you  well. 

Rey.  Good,  my  lord  ! 

Pol.  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Rey.  Well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Farewell !  \_Extt  Rey  na  I  do. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

How  now,  Ophelia  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Oph.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted  ! 

Pol.  With  what,  i'  the  name  of  God  .'' 

Oph.   My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  chamber. 
Lord  Hamlet, —  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd  ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head  ;  his  stockings  foul'd, 
Ungartered,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ankle; 
Pale  as  his  shirt;  his  knees  knocking  each  other; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell 
To  speak  of  horrors, —  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love  } 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know ; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  said  he  ? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard : 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm  ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  faUs  to  such  perusal  of  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  stay'd  he  so  ; 
At  last, —  a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, — 
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He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  being  :  that  done,  he  lets  me  go  : 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd, 
He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  ; 
For  out  o'  doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me  :  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love  ; 
Whose  violent -property  fordoes  itself. 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, — 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Op/i.  No,  my  good  lord;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
1  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. — 

I'm  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him  :  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee ;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy ! 
It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king : 
This  must   be  known  ;  which,    being  kept  close,  might 

move 
More  grief  to  hide  than  hate  to  utter  love. 
Come.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.   The  same.  A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter    King,    Queen,    ROSENCRANTZ,  Guildenstern, 
a7id  Attendants. 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you, 
The  need  w^e  have  to  use  you  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  ;  so  I  call  it. 
Since  nor  th'  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  it  should  be, 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
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So  much  from  th'  understanding  of  himself, 

I  cannot  dream  of  :  I  entreat  you  both, 

That,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 

And  since  so  neighbor'd  to  his  youth  and  humor, 

That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 

Some  little  time  :  so  by  your  companies 

To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather. 

So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean. 

Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 

That,  open'd    lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you  ; 
And  sure  I  am  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  and  good  will 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  awhile, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ros.  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Gui'I.  But  we  both  obey. 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet. 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz  and  gentle  Guildenstern. 

Queen .  Thanks,  Guildenstern  and  gentle  Rosencrantz  : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much-changed  son.^  Go,  some  of  you. 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

GuiV.  Heavens  make  our  presence  and  our  practices 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen ! 

\anis. 
[Exetvit  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  and  some  Attend- 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  Th'  ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord. 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 
King.  Thou. still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
Pol.  Have  I,  my  lord  }     Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
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I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul, 

Both  to  my  God  and  to  my  gracious  king : 

And  I  do  think  —  or  else  this  brain  of  mine 

Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 

As  it  hath  us'd  to  do  —  that  I  have  found 

The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  speak  of  that ;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  th'  ambassadors  ; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.   Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

\Exit  Folonius. 
He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, — 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. 

Re-enter  PoLONIUS,Te////'  VOLTIMAND  ««^/ CORNELIUS. 

Welcome,  my  good  friends  J 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway? 

Volt.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies  ;  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack  ; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness  :  whereat  griev'd, — 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence, 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, —  sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras  ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys  ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle  never  more 
To  give  th'  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee ; 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack  : 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown,    {^Gives  a  paper. 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise, 
On  such  regards  of  safety  and  allowance 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King,  It  likes  us  well ; 
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And  at  our  more  consider'd  time  we'll  read, 

Answer,  and  think  u|)on  this  business. 

Meantime  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labor  : 

(io  to  your  rest  ;  at  night  we'll  feast  together  : 

Most  welcome  home  !  \Exeuiit  l^olttiiiaiid  ami  Corncliics. 

J^ol.  This  l)usiness  is  well  ended. — 

My  liege,  and  rhadam, —  to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  smce  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit. 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief  :  —  your  noble  son  is  mad  : 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness. 
What  is't  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ? 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  ;  'tis  true  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  true  :  a  foolish  figure  ; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him,  then  :  and  now  remains 
That  we  iind  out  the  cause  of  this  effect, — 
Or  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect. 
For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter, —  have  whilst  she  is  mine, — 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this  :  now  gather,  and  surmise.      \Reads. 
"  To  the  celestial  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia," — 

That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase, —  "  beautified  "is  a  vile 
phrase  :  but  you  shall  hear.     Thus  :  [Reads. 

"  In  her  excellent-white  bosom,  these,"  &c. — 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ? 

Pol.  Good   madam,   stay   awhile ;   I    will    be    faithful. 

{Reads. 

"  Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire  ; 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move  ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar  ; 
But  never  doubt  I  love. 

H.  33.]  V.  33. 


Ac/rl.']  HAMLET.  [Scene  JI. 

"  O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers  ;  I  have 
not  art  to  reckon  my  groans  :  but  that  I  love  thee  best, 
O  most  best,  believe  it.     Adieu. 

"  Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this  machine 

is  to  him,  Hamlet." 
This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me  : 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings. 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place. 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love  ? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honorable. 

Pol.   I  would  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, — 
As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that, 
Before  my  daughter  told  me, —  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table-book  ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb ; 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight  ;  — 
What  might  you  think.''     No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak  : 
"  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince,  out  of  thy  star  ; 
This  must  not  be :  "  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 
And  he,  repulsed, —  a  short  tale  to  make, — 
Fell  into  a  sadness  ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Thence  to  a  watch  ;  thence  into  a  weakness  ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness  ;  and,  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves, 
And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  'tis  this? 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  such  a  time —  I'd  fain  know  that  — 
That  I  have  positively  said  "  'Tis  so," 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.   [poinfing  to  his  head  and  shoulder]  Take  this 
from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise  : 
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If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 

Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  iiuk'-i, 

Witliin  the  center. 

/wV/i,'.  How  may  we  tr)'  it  furtlur? 

Pol.  You    know,    sometimes  he  walks    four  hours  to- 
gether 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Qitt'cn.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Pol.  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter  to  him  ; 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then  ; 
Mark  the  encounter  :  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fall'n  thereon. 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state, 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King.    .  We  will  try  it. 

Queen,  But,  look,  where  sadly  the   [)oor  wretch  comes 
reading. 

Pol.  Away,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away  : 
I'll  board  him  presently  :  —  O,  give  me  leave. 

{Exeunt  King,  Qiieen,  and  Attendants. 

Enter  Hamlet,  readittg. 

How  does  my  goo.d  Lord  Hamlet  .-* 

Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  } 

Hani.  Excellent  well  ;  you  are  a  fishmonger. 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

Pol.   Honest,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes,  is  to 
be  one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog, 
being  a  god  kissing  carrion, —  Have  you  a  daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun  :  conception  is  a 
blessing;  but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive: — • 
friend,  look  to't. 

Pol.  [aside']  How  say  you  by  that  }  Still  harping  on 
my  daughter:  —  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he  said  I 
was  a  fishmonger  :  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone  :  and  truly  in 
my  youth  I  suffered  much  extremity  for  love  ;  very  near 
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this.  I'll  speak  to  him  again. —  What  do  you  read,  my 
lord? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  "i 

Ham.  Between  who  } 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir  :  for  the  satirical  rogue  says  here, 
that  old  men  have  gray  beards  ;  that  their  faces  are 
wrinkled  ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber  and  plum-tree 
gum  ;  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together 
with  most  weak  hams  :  all  which,  sir,  though  I  most 
powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty 
to  have  it  thus  set  down  ;  for  you  yourself,  sir,  should  be 
old  as  I  am,  if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  \as^dc^^  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is 
method  in't. —  Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  .'' 

Ham.   Into  my  grave  .-^ 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air. —  \Aside\  How  preg- 
nant sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that  often 
madness  hits  on,  which  reason  and  sanity  could  not  so 
prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will  leave  him,  and  sud- 
denly contrive  the  means  of  meeting  between  him  and  my 
daughter. —  My  honorable  lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take 
my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I 
will  more  willingly  part  withal, —  except  my  life,  except 
my  life,  except  my  life. 

Pol.   Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools  ! 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  GuiLDENSTERN. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Ros.  \to  Polonius\  God  save  you,  sir  !  \^E.xit  Polonitis. 

Gull.  My  honored  lord  ! 

Ros.  My  most  dear  lord  ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  !  How  dost  thou, 
Guildenstern  .''  Ah,  Rosencrantz  !  Good  lads,  how  do  ye 
both? 

Ros,  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

G7tzl.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy; 
On  Fortune's  cap  we're  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  ? 
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Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Hani.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the  middle 
of  her  favors  ? 

Giii'l.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  Fortune.-*  O,  most  true; 
she  is  a  strumpet.     What's  the  news  } 

Ros.   None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world's  grown  honest. 

Ham.  Then  is  doomsday  near :  but  your  news  is  not 
true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular :  what  have 
you,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the  hands  of  Fortune, 
that  she  sends  you  to  prison  hither? 

Gtiil.  Prison,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one  ;  in  w'hich  there  are  many  con- 
fines, wards,  and  dungeons,  Denmark  being  one  o'  the 
worst. 

Ros.  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you  :  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so  :  to  me  it 
is  a  prison. 

Ros.  Why,  then,  your  ambition  makes  it  one  ;  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-shell,  and 
count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not  that  I 
have  bad  dreams. 

Gu/l.  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition  ;  for  the 
very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of 
a  dream. 

Ham.   A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  air)'  and  light  a 
quality,  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  monarchs 
and  outstretched  heroes  the  beggars'  shadows.  Shall  we 
to  the  court  }  for,  by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reason. 

Ros.,  Giiil.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  such  matter :  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the 
rest  of  my  servants  ;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest 
man,  I  am  most  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the  beaten 
way  of  friendship,  what  make  you  at  Elsinore  ? 

Ros.  To  visit  you,  my  lord  ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks ; 
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but  I  thank  you  :  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are 
too  dear  a  halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your 
own  inclining  ?  Is  it  a  free  visitation  ?  Come,  deal  justly 
with  me :  come,  come ;  nay,  speak. 

Giiil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  any  thing — but  to  the  purpose.  You 
were  sent  for;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your 
looks,  which  your  modesties  have  not  craft  enough  to 
color :  I  know  the  good  king  and  queen  have  sent  for 
you. 

Ros.  To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure 
you,  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the  consonancy  of 
our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preserved  love, 
and  by  what  more  dear  a  better  proposer  could  charge 
you  withal,  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whether  you  were 
sent  for,  or  no  ? 

Ros.  \aside  to  Guil.']  What  say  you .'' 

Ham.  [asi(/e]  Nay,  then,  I  have  an  eye  of  you. —  If  you 
love  me,  hold  not  off. 

GuiV.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why  ;  so  shall  my  anticipation  pre- 
vent your  discovery,  and  your  secrecy  to  the  king  and 
queen  molt  no  feather.  I  have  of  late  —  but  wherefore 
I  know  not  —  lost  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  custom  of  ex- 
ercises; and,  indeed,  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my  disposi- 
tion, that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a 
sterile  promontory ;  this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air, 
look  you,  this  brave  o'erhanging  firmament,  this  majesti- 
cal  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, —  why,  it  appears  no 
other  thing  to  me  than  a  foul  and  pestilent  congregation 
of  vapors.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  man  !  how  noble  in 
reason  !  how  infinite  in  faculties  !  in  form  and  moving 
how  express  and  admirable  !  in  action  how  like  an  angel ! 
in  apprehension  how  like  a  god  !  the  beauty  of  the  world  ! 
the  paragon  of  animals  !  And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this 
quintessence  of  dust.'*  man  delights  not  me;  no,  nor 
woman  neither,  though  by  your  smiling  you  seem  to  say 
so. 

Ros.  My  lord,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  then,  when  I  said  "  man  de- 
lights not  me  "} 
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Ros.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  (leii|>^ht  not  in  man,  what 
lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall  receive  from  you: 
we  coted  them  on  the  way  :  and  hither  are  they  coming, 
to  offer  you  service. 

HiDH.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome, —  his 
majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me ;  the  adventurous  knight 
shall  use  his  foil  and  target ;  the  lover  shall  not  sigh 
gratis;  the  humorous  man  shall  end  his  part  in  peace ; 
the  clown  shall  make  those  laugh  whose  kings  are  tickled 
o'  the  sere  ;  and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mind  freely,  or  the 
blank  verse  shall  halt  for't. —  What  players  are  they  ? 

Ros.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  such  delight  in, 
the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Hani.  How  chances  it  they  travel }  their  residence, 
both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

Ros.  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  city  }  are  they  so  followed .'' 

Ros.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.  How  comes  it  }  do  they  grow  rusty  } 

Ros.  Nay,  their  endeavor  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace : 
but  there  is,  sir,  an  aery  of  children,  little  eyases,  that  cry 
out  on  the  top  of  question,  and  are  most  tyrannically  clap- 
ped for't  :  these  are  now  the  fashion  ;  and  so  berattle  the 
common  stages, —  so  they  call  them, —  that  many  wearing 
rapiers  are  afraid  of  goose-quills,  and  dare  scarce  conie 
thither. 

Ham.  What,  are  they  children  ?  who  maintains  'em  .'' 
how  are  they  escoted .'  Will  they  pursue  the  quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  sing  }  will  they  not  say  afterwards, 
if  they  should  grow  themselves  to  common  players, —  as 
it  is  most  like,  if  their  means  are  no  better, — ^  their  writers 
do  them  wrong,  to  make  them  exclaim  against  their  own 
succession. 

Ros.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  sides ; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 
versy :  there  was,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument, 
unless  the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cuffs  in  the  ques- 
tion. 

Ham.  I s't  possible  .-* 

Gui7.  O,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of  brains. 
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Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord  ;  Hercules  and  his  load 
too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  strange ;  for  my  uncle  is  king  of 
Denmark,  and  those  that  would  make  mows  at  him  while 
my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  an  hundred  duc- 
ats a-piece  for  his  picture  in  little.  'Sblood,  there  is  some- 
thing in  this  more  than  natural,  if  philosophy  could  find  it 
out.  l^Floitris/i  of  trumpets  within. 

Giiil.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore.  Your 
hands,  come :  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fashion 
and  ceremony :  let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  garb  ;  lest 
my  extent  to  the  players,  which,  I  tell  you,  must  show 
fairly  outward,  should  more  appear  like  entertainment 
than  yours.  You  are  welcome:  but  my  uncle-father  and 
aunt-mother  are  deceived. 

Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west :  when  the  wind 
is  southerly  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw. 

E7iter  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen  ! 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenstern  ;  —  and  you  too;  —  at 
each  ear  a  hearer  :  that  great  baby  you  see  there  is  not 
yet  out  of  his  swaddling-clouts. 

Ros.  Happily  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them ;  for 
they  say  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophesy  he  comes  to  teil  me  of  the  play- 
ers ;  mark  it. —  You  say  right,  sir  :  o'  Monday  morning  ; 
'twas  then,  indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When  Roscius 
was  an  actor  in  Rome, — 

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz  ! 

Pol.  Upon  my  honor, — 

Ham.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, — 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical- 
pastoral,  tragical-historical,  tragical-comical-historical- 
pastoral,  scene   individable,  or  poem   unlimited :  Seneca 
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cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautiis  too  light.  For  the  law 
of  writ  and  the  Hborty,  these  are  tlie  only  men. 

Hunt.  O  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel,  what  a  treasure 
hadst  thou ! 

Pol.  Wliat  treasure  had  he,  my  lord  } 

Ham.  Why, 

"  One  fair  daughter,  and  no  more. 
The  which  he  loved  passing  well." 

Pol.  \aside\  Still  on  my  daughter. 
Ham.   Am  I  not  i'  the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 
Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a  daugh- 
ter that  I  love  passing  well. 
Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
Pol.  What  follows,  then,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Why, 

"  As  by  lot,  God  wot," 

and  then,  you  know, 

"  It  came  to  pass,  as  most  like  it  was,"  — 

the  first  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  you  more , 
for  look,  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  four  or  Jive  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters  ;  welcome,  all  ;  I  am  glad  to 
see  ye  well  ;  welcome,  good  friends. —  O,  my  old  friend  ! 
thy  face  is  valanced  since  I  saw  thee  last ;  comest  thou 
to  beard  me  in  Denmark?  —  What,  my  young  lady  and 
mistress!  By'r  lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven 
than  when  I  saw  you  last  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine. 
Pray  God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be 
not  cracked  within  the  ring. —  Masters,  you  are  all 
welcome.  We'll  e'en  to't  like  French  falconers,  fly  at 
any  thing  we  see  :  we'll  have  a  speech  straight :  come, 
give  us  a  taste  of  your  quality:  come,  a  passionate 
speech. 

First  Play.  What  speech,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, —  but  it 
was  never  acted  ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once  ;  for  the 
play,  I  remember,  pleased  not  the  million  ;  'twas  caviare 
to  the  general  :  but  it  was  —  as  I  receivetl  it,  and  others, 
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whose  judgments  in  such  matters  cried  in  the  top  of 
mine  —  an  excellent  play,  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set 
down  with  as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I  remember, 
one  said  there  were  no  sallets  in  the  lines  to  make  the 
matter  savory,  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase  that  niiglit 
indict  the  author  of  affection  :  but  called  it  an  honest 
method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet,  and  by  very  much  more 
handsome  than  line.  One  speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved  : 
'twas  /Eneas'  tale  to  Dido  ;  and  thereabout  of  it  espe- 
cially wliere  he  speaks  of  Priam's  slaughtei":  if  it  live  in 
your  memory,  begin  at  this  line  ;  —  let  me  see,  let  me 
see; 

"The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  like  th'  Hyrcanian  beast," 
■ — 'tis  not  so  :  —  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus  ; 

"  The  rugged  Pyrrhus, —  he  whose  sable  arms. 
Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse, — 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smear'd 
With  heraldry  more  dismal  ;  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  total  gules  ;  horridly  trick'd 
With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons, 
Bak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 
To  their  vile  murders  :  roasted  in  wratii  and  fire. 
And  thus  o'er-sized  with  coagulate  gore. 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks." — 

So,  proceed  you. 

Pol.  'Fore   God,    my   lord,    well    spoken,    with   good 

accent  and  good  discretion. 

First  Play.  "  Anon  he  finds  him 

Striking  too  short  at  Greeks  ;  his  antique  sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls. 
Repugnant  to  command  :  unequal  match 'd, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives  ;  in  rage  strikes  wide  ; 
But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  sword 
Th' unnerved  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base  ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear  :  for,  lo  !  his  sword, 
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Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 

Of  reverend  Priam,  seem'd  i'  th'  air  to  stick: 

So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood  ; 

And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 

Did  nothing. 

But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 

A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  still, 

The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 

As  hush  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region  ;  so,  after  Pyrrhus'  pause, 

Aroused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work  ; 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  hammers  fall 

On  Mars  his  armor,  forg'd  for  proof  eterne, 

With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 

Now  falls  on  Priam. — 

Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fortune  !     All  you  gods, 

In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power; 

Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel. 

And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven, 

As  low  as  to  the  fiends  !  " 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard. — 
Prithee,  say  on  :  —  he's  for  a  jig  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or 
he  sleeps  :  —  say  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

First  Play.  "  But  who,  O,  who  had  seen  the  mobled 
queen  — " 
Ha>/i.  "  The  mobled  queen  "  ? 
Pol.  That's  good  ;  "  mobled  queen  "  is  good. 
First  Play.  "  Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threatening 
the  flames 
With  bisson  rheum  ;  a  clout  upon  that  head 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood  ;  and  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  th'  alarm  of  fear  caught  up  ;  — 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep'd, 
'Gainst   Fortune's  state  would  treason  have  pro- 

nounc'd  : 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then. 
When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs. 
The  instant  burst  of  clamor  that  she  made  — 
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Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all  — 
Would    have   made   milch   the   burning    eyes    of 

heaven, 
And  passion  in  the  gods." 

Pol.  Look,  wher  he  has  not  turned  his  color,  and  has 
tears  in's  eyes. —  Pray  you,  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  soon. 
—  Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  well  bestowed  ? 
Do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used ;  for  they  are  the  ab- 
stract and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time  :  after  your  death 
you  were  better  have  a  bad  epitaph  than  their  ill  report 
while  you  live. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert. 

Ham.  God's  bodykins,  man,  better :  use  every  man 
after  his  desert,  and  who  should  scape  whipping  ?  Use 
them  after  your  own  honor  and  dignity  :  the  less  they  de- 
serve, the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.     Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come,  sirs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends  :  we'll  hear  a  play  to-morrow. 
\^Ex/t  Polom'us  with  all  the  Player's  except  the  First. 
Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you  play  the  Murder 
of  Gonzago  } 

First  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to-morrow  night.  You  could,  for  a 
need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines,  which 
I  would  set  down  and  insert  in't,  could  you  not .'' 

First  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well. —  Follow  that  lord  ;  and  look  you 
mock  him  not.  \^Exit  First  Player ?j^  My  good  friends, 
I'll  leave  you  till  night :  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Ay,  so,  God  b'  wi'  ye  !  [^Exeunt  Rosen,  and  Guil.'\ 
Now  I  am  alone. 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit, 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wann'd; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in's  aspect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit.^  and  all  for  nothing! 
For  Hecuba ! 
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What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  should  weep  for  her?     What  would  he  do. 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 

That  I  have?     He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears. 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech  ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appall  the  free, 

Confound  the  ignorant;  and  amaze,  indeed, 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Yet  I. 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak. 

Like  John-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause. 

And  can  say  nothing;  no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property  and  most  dear  life 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Who  calls  me  villain  ?   breaks  my  pate  across  ? 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?   gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?   who  does  me  this,  ha  ? 

'Swounds,.!  should  take  it :   for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites, 

With  this  slave's  offal ;  —  bloody,  bawdy  villain  ! 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain  ! 

O,  vengeance ! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I  !     This  is  most  brave. 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  w'ords, 

And  fall  a-cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion  ! 

Fie  upon't !  foh  !  —  About,  my  brain  !  I've  heard 

That  guilty  creatures  sitting  at  a  play 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  malefactions  ; 

For  murder,  though  it  hath  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I'll  have  these  players 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father 

Before  mine  uncle  :   Fll  observe  his  looks  ; 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick  :  if  he  but  blench, 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 

H.  4S-]  V.  45. 


A  ct  tll.'\  HA  ML  E  T.  [Scene  /. 

May  be  the  devil  :  and  the  devil  hath  power 

T'  assume  a  pleasing  shape;  yea,  and  perhaps 

Out  of  my  weakness  and  my  melancholy, 

As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits, 

Abuses  me  to  damn  me  :  I'll  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this  : —  the  play's  the  thing 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.  [Exz't. 

i 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.  Ehinore,     A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rosen- 

CRANTZ,  and  GUILDENSTERN. 

King.  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  circumstance, 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion, 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Ros.  He  does  confess  he  feels  himself  distracted  ; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

Guil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded  ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Ros.   Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Giiil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ros.  Niggard  of  question  ;  but,  of  our  demands, 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queeji.  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime? 

Ros.  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way;  of  these  we  told  him: 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  they  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  most  true : 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclin'd. — 
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Cooil  oentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge, 
And  drive  liis  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Ros.  We  shall,  my  lord. 

{Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too ; 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither. 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia : 

Her  father  and  myself  —  lawful  espials  — 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves  that,  seeing,  unseen. 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge  ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd. 
If  't  be  th'  affliction  of  his  love  or  no 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you  :  — 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness  :  so  shall  I  hope  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again. 
To  both  your  honors. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may,     {Exit  Queen. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here. —  Gracious,  so  please  you. 
We  will  bestow  ourselves. —  [  To  Ophelia\  Read  on    this 

book  ; 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  color 
Your  loneliness. —  We're  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
'Tis  too  much  prov'd, —  that  with  devotion's  visage 
And  pious  action  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King,  {aside']  O,  'tis  too  true  ! 
How  smart  a  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience  ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word  : 
O  heavy  burden  ! 

Pol.   I  hear  him  coming  :  let's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

{Exeunt  King  and  Polonius. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,—  that  is  the  question  :  — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrow's  of  outrageous  fortune, 
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Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 

And  by  opposing  end  them  ?  —  To  die, —  to  sleep, — 

No  more  ;  and  by  a  sleep  to  say  we  end 

The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 

That  flesh  is  heir  to, —  'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die, —  to  sleep  ;  — 

To  sleep  !  perchance  to  dream  :  —  ay,  there's  the  rub  ; 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come. 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil. 

Must  give  us  pause  :  there's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life  ; 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

Th'  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay. 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  th'  unworthy  takes, 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life. 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, — 

The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveler  returns, —  puzzles  the  will. 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of  ? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all  ; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry, 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. —  Soft  you  now  I 

The  fair  Ophelia  !  —  Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remember'd. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 

How  does  your  honor  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you  ;  well,  well,  well. 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours. 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver  ; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I  ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught. 

Oph.    My  honor'd  lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did  ; 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos'd 
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As  made  the  things  more  rich  :  their  perfume  lost. 
Take  these  again  ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha  !  are  you  honest  ? 

Op/i.  My  lord  ? 

Ha»i.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  your  honesty 
should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

OpJi.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce 
than  with  honesty  } 

Ham.  Ay,  truly  ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner 
transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd  than  the 
force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into  his  likeness  : 
this  was  sometime  a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.     I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me ;  for  virtue 
cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  we  shall  relish  of 
it :  I  loved  you  not. 

Oph.   I  was  the  more  deceiv'd. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  :  why  wouldst  thou  be  a 
breeder  of  sinners.'  I  am  myself  indifferent  honest  :  but 
yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things,  that  it  were  better 
my  mother  had  not  borne  me  :  I  am  very  proud,  revenge- 
ful, ambitious  ;  with  more  offenses  at  my  beck  than  I 
have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them 
shape,  or  time  to  act  them  in.  What  should  such  fel- 
lows as  I  do  crawling  between  earth  and  heaven  .-*  W^e 
are  arrant  knaves,  all ;  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways 
to  a  nunner)'.     Where's  your  father  ? 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  sluit  upon  him.  that  he 
may  play  the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  house.  Fare- 
well. 

oph.  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens ! 

Ham.  If  thou  dost  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for 
thy  dowry, —  be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow, 
thou  shalt  not  escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery, 
go:  farewell.  Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a 
fool  :  for  wise  men  know  well  enough  what  monsters  you 
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make   of  them.     To  a   nunnery,   go ;    and    quickly   too. 
Farewell. 

Op/i.  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him  ! 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enough  ; 
God  has  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves 
another  :  you  jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nickname 
God's  creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness  your  igno- 
rance. Go  to,  I'll  no  more  on't ;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I 
say,  we  will  have  no  more  marriages  :  those  that  are  mar- 
ried already,  all  but  one,  shall  live  ;  the  rest  shall  keep  as 
they  are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  {Exit. 

Oph.  O,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown  ! 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's  eye,  tongue,  sword  ; 
Th'  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state, 
The  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mold  of  form, 
Th'  observ'd  of  all  observers, —  quite,  quite  down  ! 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched. 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows. 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason, 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh  ; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth 
Blasted  with  ecstasy  :  O,  woe  is  me 
T'  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see ! 

Re-enter  King  aJid  POLONIUS. 

King.  Love  !  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend ; 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  madness.     There's  something  in  his  soul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood  ; 
And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch  and  the  disclose 
Will  be  some  danger  :  which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination 

Thus  set  it  down  :  —  he  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  ti  ibute  : 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different. 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart ; 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on't? 

Pol.  It  shall  do  well  :  but  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love. —  How  now,  Ophelia! 
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You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all. — Ivly  lord,  (io  as  you  please; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  tit,  after  the  play. 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief:  let  her  be  round  with  him; 
And  I'll  be  plac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  sentl  him  ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so  : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  II.    The  same.  A  kail  in  the  same. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  several  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced 
Tt  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue :  hut  if  you  mouth  it, 
as  many  of  your  players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier 
spoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not  saw  the  air  too  much  with 
your  hand,  thus  ;  but  use  all  gently  :  for  in  the  very  tor- 
rent, tempest,  and,  as  I  may  say,  the  whirlwind  of  passion, 
you  must  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance  that  may  give 
it  smoothness.  O,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul  to  hear  a 
robustious  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  t?itters, 
to  very  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the  groundlings,  who,  for 
the  most  part,  are  capable  of  nothing  but  inexplicable 
dumb-shows  and  noise :  I  would  have  such  a  fellow 
whipped  for  o'erdoing  Termagant  ;  it  out-herods  Herod  : 
pray  you,  avoid  it. 

First  Play.  I  warrant  your  honor. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  dis- 
cretion be  your  tutor :  suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the 
word  to  the  action :  with  this  special  observance,  that  you 
o'erstep  not  the  modesty  of  nature  :  for  any  thing  so  over- 
done is  from  the  purpose  of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at 
the  first  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mir- 
ror up  to  nature ;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn 
her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his 
form  and  pressure.  Now,  this  overdone,  or  come  tardy 
off,  though  it  make  the  unskillful  laugh,  cannot  but  make 
the  judicious  grieve  ;  the  censure  of  the  which  one  must, 
in  your  allowance,  o'erweigh  a  whole  theater  of  others. 
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O,  there  be  players  that  I  have  seen  play, —  and  heard 
others  praise,  and  that  highly, —  not  to  speak  it  pro- 
fanely, that,  neither  having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor 
the  gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  so  strutted 
and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  some  of  nature's 
journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well, 
they  imitated  humanity  so  abominably. 

First  Play.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  tliat  indifferently 
with  us,  sir. 

Ham.  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those  that 
play  your  clowns  speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for 
them  :  for  there  be  of  them  that  will  themselves  laugh,  to 
set  on  some  quantity  of  barren  spectators  to  laugh  too  ; 
though,  in  the  mean  time,  some  necessary  question  of  the 
play  be  then  to  be  considered  :  that's  villainous,  and  shows 
a  most  pitiful  ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it.  Go,  make 
you  ready.  [Exetint  Players. 

Enter  POLONIUS,  ROSENCRANTZ,  and  GUILDENSTERN. 

How  now,  my  lord  !  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  players  make  haste.  {Exit  Polonius. 
Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them .'' 

Ros.,  Gitil.  We  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeifiit  Roseiicrantz  and  Guildenstern, 

Ham.  What,  ho,  Horatio  ! 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hor.  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withal. 

Hor.  O,  my  dear  lord, — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter; 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  th)-  good  spirits. 
To    feed    and    clothe    thee  ?     Why    should    the  poor  be 

flatter'd.? 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp  ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 
Where  thrift  may  foilow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear? 
.Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  ht>r  choice. 
And  could  of  men  distinguish,  her  election 
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Hath  seal  d  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  Iiast  been 

As  OIK,  in  suffering'  all,  that  suffers  nothing; 

A  man  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 

Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks  :  and  bless'd  are  those 

Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled. 

That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  hnger 

To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 

That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 

In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 

As  I  do  thee. —  Something  too  much  of  this. — 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king  ; 

One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance 

Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death  : 

1  prithee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  a-foot. 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 

Observe  my  uncle  :  if  his  occulted  guilt 

Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech, 

It  is  a  danmed  ghost  that  we  have  seen  ; 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 

As  Vulcan's  stithy.     Give  him  heedful  note: 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ; 

And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 

In  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Hor.  Well.  m\'  lord  : 

If  he  steal  aught  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing, 
-Vnd  scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham.  They're  coming  to  the  play;  I  must  be  idle: 
Get  you  a  place. 

Danish     march.     A    flourish.     Enter     King,     Queen 

PoLONius,    Ophelia,   Rosencrantz,  Gu  ild  en - 

STERN,  and  others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  E.xcellent,  i'  faith  ;  of  the  chameleon's  dish  :  I 
eat  the  air,  promise-crammed  :  you  cannot  feed  capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet ;  ihest- 
words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now. —  [  To  Po/o?!iHs]  My  lord,  you 
played  once  i'  the  university,  you  say  ? 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  lord  ;  and  was  accounted  a  good 
actor. 

Hani.  And  what  did  you  enact .' 
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Pol.  I  (lid  enact  Julius  C^sar ;  I  was  killed  i'  the 
Capitol ;  Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a 
calf  there. —  Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Hatn.   No,  good  mother  ;  here's  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol.  [lo  the  King'\  O,  ho  !  do  you  mar]<  that  ? 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

[Lying  do%vn  at  Ophelia's  feet. 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.   I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap .'' 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  country  matters  ? 

Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids*  legs. 

Oph.   What  is,  my  lord  } 

Ham.  Nothing, 

Oph.   You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Who,  I  } 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  O  God,  your  only  jig-maker.  What  should  a 
man  do  but  be  merry.-*  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfully  my 
mother  looks,  and  my  father  died  within's  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long  .-^  Nay,  then,  let  the  de\il  wear  black, 
for  I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.  O  heavens  !  die  two  months 
ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet }  Then  there's  hope  a  great 
man's  meiuory  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year  :  but,  by'r 
lady,  lie  must  build  churches,  then  ;  or  else  shall  he  suffer 
not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horse,  whose  epitaph  is. 
'*  For,  O,  for,  O,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot." 

Hautboys  Plov.  I  he  dumb-show  enters. 
Ente>-  a  King  aiul  o  Oueen  7'ei-v  loT/ngly  ;  ///^' Queen  etn- 
bracing  him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes  show 
of  protestation  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and  de- 
clines his  head  upon  her  neck  :  lays  him  down  tipon  a 
bank  of  flowers :  she,  seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him. 
Anon  comes  in  a  fellow,  takes  off"  his  crowti,  kisses  it, 
and  pours  poisoji  in  the  King's  ears,  and  exit.  The 
Queen  returns  ;  finds  the  King  dead,  and  makes  pas- 
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sionate  action.      T/ie  Poisoner,  zi>i//t  so>ne  two  or  three 

Mutes,  con'es  in  again,  seeming  to  lament  with  her. 

The  dead  body  is  carried  away.      The  Poisoner  wooes 

//^<?  Queen  zuith  gifts  :   she  seems  loth  and  iiniijilling 

awhile,  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love.  {^Exeunt. 

Oph.  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Marry,  this  is  minching  mallecho  :  it  means  mis- 
chief. 

Oph.  Belike  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the 
play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow  :  the  players  can- 
not keep  counsel ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant  } 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you'll  show  him  :  be  not 
you  ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it 
means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught  :  I'll  mark  the 
play. 

Pro.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy, 

Here  stooping  to  your  clemency, 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently.  \_Extt. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  ? 

Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 

Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen. 

P.  King.    Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart  gone 
round 
Neptune's  salt  wash  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground, 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  with  borrow'd  sheen 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been. 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands, 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

P.  Queen.  So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er  ere  love  be  done  ! 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late. 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  former  state, 
That  I  distrust  you.     Yet,  though  I  distrust, 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 
For  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity ; 
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In  neitlie;'  aught,  or  in  extremity. 

Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know ; 

And  as  my  love  is  siz'd,  my  fear  is  so  : 

Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear; 

Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.    Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and   shortly 
too ; 
My  operant  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do  : 
And  thou  shalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honor'd,  belov'd  ;  and  haply  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shalt  thou  — 

P.  Queen.  O,  confound  the  rest  1 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst ! 
None  wed  the  second  but  who  kill'd  the  first. 

Ham.  {^aside^  Wormwood,  wormwood. 

P.   Queen.  The  instances  that  second  marriage  move 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love : 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  speak 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory ; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  : 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree; 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  'tis  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt: 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose. 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures  witii  themselves  destroy  : 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  aye ;  nor  'tis  not  strange 
That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes  change; 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favorite  flies; 
The  poor  advanc'd  makes  friends  of  enemies; 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend  : 
For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend ; 
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And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 

Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 

But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 

3ur  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run, 

That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown  ; 

3ur  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own : 

So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed  ; 

But  die  thy  thoughts  when  thy  tirst  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven  light  1 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me  day  and  night ! 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope ! 
An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope  ! 
Each  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy. 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy! 
Both  here  and  iience  pursue  me  lasting  strife, 
[f,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife ! 

Ham.  If  she  should  break  it  now  ! 

P.  King.  'Tis   deeply   sworn.      Sweet,   leave  me  here 
awhile  ; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  {^Sleeps. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain  ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain  !         \Exit. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play? 

Queen.  The  lady  doth  protest  too  much,  methinks. 

Ham.  O,  but  she'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument .''  Is  there  no 
jffense  in't } 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest ;  no  of- 
fense i'  the  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  1 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap.  Marry,  how  ?  Tropically. 
This  play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna  :  Gon- 
zago  is  the  duke's  name  ;  his  wife,  Baptista  :  you  shall  see 
anon  ;  'tis  a  knavisii  piece  of  work  :  but  what  o'  that  ?  your 
majesty,  and  we  that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not :  let 
the  galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

Eftter    LUCIANUS. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Oph.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 
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Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love, 
I  could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  edg 

Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham.  So  you  must  take  your  husbands. —  Begin,  mu 
derer  ;  pox,  leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begfn.  Com 
• — the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts   black,    hands   apt,  drugs  fit,  and  tin 
agreeing ; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing  ; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected. 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

\^Pours  the  poison  into  the  sleeper's  eat 

Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for's  estate.      H 
name's  Gonzago  :    the  story  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choi^ 
Italian  :    you  shall  see  anon  how  the  murderer  gets   tl 
love  of  Gonzago's  wife. 
Oph.  The  king  rises. 
Ham.  What,  frighted  with  false  fire  I 
Queen.  How  fares  my  lord  .'' 
Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 
King.  Give  me  some  light  :  —  away! 
All.  Lights,  lights,  lights  ! 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet  and  Horati 
Ham,  Why  let  thestrucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play  ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep: 
So  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers, —  if  the  re 
of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me, —  with  two  Provinci 
roses  on  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  • 
players,  sir? 

Hor.  Half  a  share. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear. 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself ;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very —  pajock. 
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Hor.  You  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's  word  for  a 
housand  pound.     Didst  perceive  } 

Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning, — 

Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha  I    Come,  some  music  !  come,  the  record- 
ers !  — 
For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy. 
Why,  then,  belike, —  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. — 


,ome,  some  music 


Re-en fer  RoSENCRANTZ  and  GuiLDENSTERN, 

Guzl.  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Guil.  The  king,  sir, — 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  .'' 

Guil.  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvelous  distempered. 

Ha7H.  With  drink,  sir? 

Guil.  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer  to 
ignify  this  to  his  doctor;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his 
urgation  would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some  frame, 
nd  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  sir  :  —  pronounce. 

Guil.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  affliction 
tf  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of  the 
ght  breed.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me  a  whole- 
ome  answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment :  if 
ot,  your  pardon  and  my  return  shall  be  the  end  of  my 
usiness. 

Ham.  Sir.  I  cannot. 

Guil.  What,  my  lord  } 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer;  my  wit's  dis- 
ised  :  but,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you  shall  com- 
land  ;  or,  rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother  :'  therefore  no 
lore,  but  to  the  matter :  my  mother,  you  say, — 

Ros.  Then  thus  she  says  ;  your  behavior  hath  struck 
er  into  amazement  and  admiration. 
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Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  niother ! — 
But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  uf  this  mother's  admi- 
ration ?  impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet,  ere  you 
go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother. 
Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.   And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper! 
you  do,  surely,  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  yoi 
deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Hatn.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Ros.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  th< 
king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  sir,  but  "  While  the  grass  grows," — the  pro 
verb  is  something  musty. 

Re-e)iter  Players  with  recorders. 

O,  the  recorders  :  —  let  me  see  one. —  To  withdraw  witl 
you  :  —  why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me 
as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  } 

Giitl.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  istO' 
unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you  pla 
upon  this  pipe  ? 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Gut'l.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Qui/.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham.  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying  :  govern  these  ventage 
with  your  finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  yoi 
mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music.  Loo 
you,  these  are  the  stops. 

Gil//.  But  these  cannot  1  command  to  any  utterance  < 
harmony ;  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  yc 
make  of  me  !  You  would  play  upon  me  ;  you  would  seei 
to  know  my  stops ;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  n' 
mysteiy;  you  would  sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  i 
the  top  of  my  compass  :  and  there  is  much    music,  exce 
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lent  voice,  in  this  little  organ  ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it 
s[)eak.  'Sblood,  do  you  think  I  am  easier  to  be  played  on 
than  a  pipe  ?  Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though 
you  can  fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

/:///(•;-  POLONIUS. 
God  bless  you,  sir  ! 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and 
presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud  that's  almost  in  shape 
of  a  camel  ? 

Po/.  By  tiie  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ha/n.   Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Hum.  Or  like  a  whale? 

Pol.  Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by. — 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  mv  bent. —  I  will  come  bv  and 
bv.  ' 

Pol.   1  will  say  so. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said.  [Exit  Polonius.] — Leave 
me.  friends.  \Exeunt  Ros.,  Giti'l.,  Hor.,  and  Players. 

'Tisjiow  the  very^  witchin^time  of  night, 
When~cTiurcHyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this^worltlr~now  eotrld' I  drink  hot  blood, 
A nd  do"  sucti  TDiTfeFBujiness  jis  the'day 
"tVould  quake  t^o  look  on.     Soft^  TTow  to  my  mother. — 

0  heart,  lose  not  thy  nafure ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom  : 
i.et  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural  : 

1  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites, — 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent. 

To  give  them  seals  never,  my  soul,  consent !  \^Exti 

Scene  III.  A  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  King,  Rosencrantz,  <?//<-/ Guildenstern. 

Kins;.  I  like  him  not ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore  prepare  you  ; 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  dispatch, 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you  : 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
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Hazard  so  dangerous  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Gui'I.  We  will  ourselves  provide  : 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majesty. 

Ros.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound, 
With  all  the  strength  and  armor  of  the  mind. 
To  keep  itself  from  noyance ;  but  much  more 
Than  spirit  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone  ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it  with  it ;  'tis  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin'd  ;  which,  when  it  falls, 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence. 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.     Ne'er  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage  ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Ros.,  Guil.  We  will  haste  us, 

{^Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  closet : 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  myself. 
To  hear  the  process;  I'll  warrant  she'll  tax  him  home: 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother, 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my  liege  : 
I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

\^Exit  Poloniu: 
O,  my  offense  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven ; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon't, — 
A  brother's  murder  !  —  Pray  can  I  not, 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will : 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent 
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And.  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 

I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  tirsl  begin, 

And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 

Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood, 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 

To  wash  it  white  as  snow  }     Whereto  serves  mercy 

But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offense  ? 

And  what's  in  prayer  but  this  twofold  force, — 

To  be  forestalled  ere  we  come  to. fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?     Then  I'll  look  up  ; 

jMy  fault  is  past.     But,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 

Can  serve  my  turn  .'     "  Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  "  ?  — 

That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 

Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, — 

My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 

May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'  otYense  ? 

In  the  corrupted  'currents  of  this  world 

Offense's  gilded  hand  may  shove-by  justice  ; 

And  oft  'tis  seen  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law :  but  'tis  not  so  above  ; 

There  is  no  shuffling, —  there  the  action  lies 

In  his  true  nature  ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd. 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then.'  what  rests? 

Try  what  repentance  can  :  what  can  it  not .'' 

Yet  what  can  it  when  one  can  not  repent  ? 

O  wretched  state  I  O  bosom  black  as  death  ! 

O  lim^d  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  engag'd  !  Help,  angels  !  Make  assay  : 

Bow.  stubborn  knees  ;  and,  heart  with  strings  of  steel. 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe  ! 

All  may  be  well.  [Retires  and  kneels. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying ; 
And  now  I'll  do't :  —  and  so  he  goes  to  heaven  ; 
And  so  am  I  reveng'd  :  —  that  would  be  scann'd  : 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that, 
I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

O,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 
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Willi  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  tliish  as  May  ; 
And  how  his  audit  stands  who  knows  save  heaven? 
But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
'Tis  heavy  with  him  :  and  am  I,  then,  reveng'd, 
To  take  liim  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 
When  he  is  til  and  season'd  for  his  passage  ? 
No. 

Up,  sword  ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent : 
When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage; 
Or  in  th'  incestuous  pleasure  of  his  bed  ; 
At  gaming,  swearing  ;  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't ;  — 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 
And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  slays  : 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  \Exit. 

[  The  Kitig  rises  and  advances. 
King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below ; 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.  {^Exit. 

Scene  IV.  Anothe?'  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Queen  and  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  He  will  come  straight.  Look  you  lay  home  to  him  : 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screen'd  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  sconce  me  even  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Ham.  [within]  Mother,  mother,  mother  ! 

Queen.  I'll  warrant  you; 

Fear  me  not :  —  withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonii/s goes  behind  the  arras. 

Enter  Ham  LET. 

Ham.  Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter? 

Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an   idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet ! 

Havi.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  foi^got  Tne  ? 
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Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so  : 

Vou  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife; 
And  —  would  it  were  not  so!  —  you  are  my  mother. 

Queen.   Nay,  then,  I'll  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak. 

Jiam.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down  ;  you  shall  not 
budge ; 
Vou  go  not  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 

(2ueeii.  What  wilt  thou  do  }  thou  wilt  not  murder  me? 
-  Help,  help,  ho  ! 

Pol.   [behind]  What,  ho  !  help,  help,  help  ! 

Hani,  {(h-nwing]   How  now  !  a  rat.''  Dead  for  a  ducat, 
dead  !  {Makes  a  pass  f/irough  the  arras. 

Pol.   [behind]  O,  I  am  slain!  [Falls  and  dies. 

Queen.  O  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ?  •  i<fr  L' 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not:    -j.  ^;^ 

Is  it  the  king? 

Queen.  O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ha)n.  A  bloody  deed  !  —  almost  as  bad,  good  mother. 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  king  ! 

Hatn.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 

[Lifts  up  the  arras,  and  sees  Polonius. 
Thou  wretched,  rash-intruding  fool,  farewell ! 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better  :  take  thy  fortune  ; 
Thou  hnd'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands  :  peace  ;  sit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart  :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  petietrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so. 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.  What   have   I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy 
tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me? 

Ham.  Such  an  act 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty; 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite ;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 
And  sets  a  blister  there  ;  makes  marriage-vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths :  O,  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul  ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
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A  rhapsody  of  words  :  heaven's  face  doth  glow ; 
Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass, 
With  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doom, 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Qitt't'ti.  Ay  me,  what  act. 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  ? 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this. 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 
Hyperion's  curls;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man  : 
This  was  your  husband. —  Look  you  now,  what  follows  : 
Here  is  your  husband  ;  like  a  mildew'd  ear, 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  moor  ?  Ha  !  have  you  eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  love  ;  for  at  your  age 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble. 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment :  and  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this.?  Sense,  sure,  you  have. 
Else  could  you  not  have  motion  :  but,  sure,  that  sens* 
Is  apoplex'd  :  for  madness  would  not  err; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne'er  so  thrall'd 
But  it  reserv'd  some  quantity  of  choice. 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was't 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind? 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling"  without  sight. 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope. 

O  shame  \  where  is  thy  blush  ?  Rebellious  hell. 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame 
When  the  compulsive  ardor  gives-thc  charge. 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  burn, 
And  reason  panders  will. 
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Oiieen.  0^  Hamlet,  speak  no  more  : 

X]iou  tiirn'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
Ancl^diere  Fsee  such  black  and  grained  spots 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  cnseamed  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty, — 

Queen.  O,  speak  to  me  no  more  ; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears  ; 
Nn  more,  sweet  Hamlet  ! 

Ham.  A  murderer  and  a  villain  ; 

A  slave  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  ;  a  vice  of  kings; 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole. 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 

Queen,  No  more ! 

Ham.  A  king  of  shreds  and  patches, — 

Enter  Ghost. 

Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings. 
You    heavenly    guards  !  —  What    would    your  gracious 
figure.'' 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad  ! 

Ham.   Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide. 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
Th'  important  acting  of  your  dread  command? 
O,  say  ! 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget :  this  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look,  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits  : 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul, — 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works, — 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady? 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  v^acancy, 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  youi  spirits  wildly  peep  ; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  th'  alarm, 
Youi  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
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Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.     O  gentle  son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.      Whereon  do  you  look  .-• 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him  !  Look  you,  how  jiale  he  glares  ! 
His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  stones. 
Would  make  them  capable. —  Do  not  look  upon  me; 
Lest  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 
My  stern  effects  :  then  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  color  ;  tears  perchance  for  blood. 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there  ? 

Queen.  Nothing  at  all  ;  yet  all  that  is  I  see. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  ourselves. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there  !    look,  how  it  steals  away  ! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd ! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal ! 

[Ex/i  Ghost. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain  : 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy ! 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time. 
And  makes  as  healthful  music  :  'tis  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter'd  :  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word  ;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks: 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place, 
Whilst  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven  ; 
Repent  what's  past  ;  avoid  what  is  to  come; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my  virtue ; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg. 
Yea,  curb  and  woo  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.  O,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it. 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :  but  go  not  to  my  uncle's  bed  ; 
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Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  cloth  eat, 

Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this, 

That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock  or  livery, 

riiat  aptly  is  put  on.     Refrain  to-night; 

And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 

To  the  ne.xt  abstinence  :  the  next  nu)re  easy  ; 

For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 

And  either  master  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  nij^ht  : 

And  when  vou  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 

I'll  blessing  beg  of  you. —  P'or  this  same  lor  I, 

I  roiiitiug  to  Polontui 
I  do  repent  :  but  heaven  hath  jileas'd  it  so. 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  l)estow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.     So,  again,  good  night. — 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  taJxe-kiiui : 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. — 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Ham.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do: 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed  ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek  ;  call  you  his  mouse  ; 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kisses, 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out. 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness. 
But  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know; 
For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  who  would  do  so  ? 
No,  in  despite  of  sense  and  secrecy. 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top, 
Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape. 
To  try  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep. 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.   Be  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 
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Haiti.  I  must  to  England  ;  you  know  that  ? 

Q.ueen.  Alack, 

I  had  forgot :  'tis  so  concluded  on. 

Ha?n.  There's    letters    seal'd  :  and    my    two   school- 
fellows,— 
Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  fang'd, — 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And'  marshal  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work  ; 
For  'tis  the  sport  to  have  the  enginer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar  :  and't  shall  go  hard 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon  :  O,  'tis  most  sweet 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet. — 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing  : 
I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighboring  room. — 
Mother,  good  night. —  Indeed,  this  counselor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave. 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. — 
Good  night,  mother. 

\_Exeu)it  severally  ;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Polonius. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.  Elsinore.  A  room  iti  ilie  castle. 

Enter    King,    Queen,  Rosencrantz,  and    GuiLDEN- 

STERN. 

King.  There's  matter  in  these  sighs,  these   profound 
heaves  : 
You  must  translate  :  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  son  .'' 

Queen.  Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while. 

\^To  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern,  who  exeunt. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night ! 

King.  What,  Gertrude  .'     How  does  Hamlet  ? 

Queen.  Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when   both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier  :  in  his  lawless  fit, 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir, 
Whips  out  his  rapier,  cries  "  A  rat,  a  rat !  " 
And,  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 
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King.  O  lieavy  deed  ! 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  Hberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all  ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer'd  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt 
This  mad  young  man  :  but  so  much  was  our  love, 
W'e  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit ; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone? 

Queen.   To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd : 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 
Shows  itself  pure ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O  Gertrude,  come  away ! 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence  :  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill. 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. —  Ho,  Guildenstern  ! 

i?<?-^;//<?r  ROSENCRANTZ   and  GUILDENSTERN. 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid  : 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him  : 
Go  seek  him  out ;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

\^Ex€U7it  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern 
Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wisest  friends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done  :  so,  haply  slander  — 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank. 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot  —  may  miss  our  name. 
And  hit  the  woundless  air. —  O,  come  away! 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  {^Exeunt, 

Scene  II.   The  same.   Another  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Hamlet, 

Ham,  Safely  stowed. 

Ros.,  Guil.  \jivithiii\  Hamlet  !  Lord  Hamlet  \ 
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Ham.  What  noise  ?  who  calls  on  Hanilet  ?  O,  here 
they  come. 

Enter  Rosencrajsttz  arid  Guildenstern. 

Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead 
body? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis  ;  that  we  may  take  it  thence. 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Ros.  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not  mine 
own.  Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge  !  —  what 
replication  should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a  king  } 

Ros.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  } 

Ham.  Ay,  sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance, 
his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the 
king  best  service  in  the  end  :  he  keeps  them,  like  an  ape, 
in  the  corner  of  his  jaw  ;  first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swal- 
lowed :  when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but 
squeezing  you,  and,  sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Ros.  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it  :  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a 
foolish  ear. 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and 
go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is  not 
with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing  — 

Guil.   A  thing,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Of  nothing  :  bring  me  to  him.  Hide  fox,  and  all 
after.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  III.   The  same.  Another  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  King,  attended. 

King.  I've  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loose : 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him  : 
He's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes  ; 
And  where  'tis  so,  th'  offender's  scourge  is  weigh 'd, 
But  never  the  offense.     To  bear  all  smooth  and  even, 
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This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause:  diseases  desperate  grown 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  ROSENCRANTZ. 

How  now  !  what  hath  befall'n  ? 
Ros.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord. 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he.' 

Ros.  Without,  my  lord  ;  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure. 
King.   Bring  him  before  us. 
Ros.  Ho,  Guildenslern  !  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildenstern. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.  At  supper  !  where.' 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten  :  a 
certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him. 
Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet  :  we  fat  all 
creatures  else  to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  ourselves  for  maggots  : 
your  fat  king  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  service, 
—  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table  :  that's  the  end. 

King.  Alas,  alas  ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  tish  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of 
a  king,  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  } 

Ham.  Nothing  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a 
progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius  } 

Ham.  In  heaven  ;  send  thither  to  see:  if  your  messen- 
ger find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place  your- 
self. But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this  month, 
you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  Go  seek  him  there.  [  To  some  Attendants. 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  ye  come.      [Exeitnt.ittendants, 

King.   Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, —  must  send   thee  hence 
With  fiery  quickness  :  therefore  prepare  thyself ; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
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Th'  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England  ! 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

Kt'tig.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham.  I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them. —  But,  come  ;  for 
England  !  —  Farewell,  dear  mother. 

Ki7tg.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother  :  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife  ; 
man  and  wife  is  one  flesh  ;  and  so,  my  mother.^ —  Come, 
for  Engla^nd  !  {Exit. 

King.  Follow   him   at    foot;    tempt    him    with   speed 
aboard  ; 
Delay  it  not  ;  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night : 
Away  !  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  th'  affair  :  pray  you,  make  haste. 

( Exeunt  Rosencrajitz  and  Guildenstern. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, — 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us, —  thou  mayst  not  coldly  set 
Our  sovereign  process;  which  nnports  at  full, 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England  ; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  must  cure  me  :  till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun.  [Exit. 

vSCENE  IV.  A  plain  in  Denmark. 

£■«/(??■  FORTINBRAS,  a  Captain,  and  Forces,  marchittg.. 

For.  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king  ; 
Tell  him  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  kingdom.     You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us. 
We  shall  express  our  dutv  in  his  eye  ; 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  softly  on.       [Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  Forces. 
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Enter  HaMLET,   ROSENCRANTZ,  GuiLDENSTERN,  and 
others. 

Ham.  Good  sir,  whose  powers  are  these  ? 
^    Cap.   They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham.  How  purpos'd,  sir,  I  pray  you? 

Cap.  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them,  sir.' 

Cap.  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  sir, 
Or  for  some  frontier  .'' 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  sir,. and  with  no  addition. 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  1  would  not  farm  it ; 
"Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then,  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Yes,  'tis  already  garrison 'd. 

Ham.  Two  thousand  souls  and  twenty  thousand  ducats 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw : 
This  is  th'  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace, 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies.^  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Cap.  God  b'  wi'  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Ros.  Will't  please  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.   I'll  be  with  you  straight.     Go  a  little  before. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge  !     What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  .''  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse. 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason 
To  fust  in  us  unus'd.     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  obli\  ion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  th'  event, — 
A  thought  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom. 
And  ever  three  parts  coward, —  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say  "  This  thing's  to  do  ;  " 
Sith  I  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and  means 
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To  do't.     Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me: 

Witness  this  army,  of  such  mass  and  charge, 

Led  by  a  dehcate  and  tender  prince  ;  J-'        i  t 

Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puff'd,      J^^QMjJ^  "y 

Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event  ;  -f      i  • 

Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure  Tl^t  Tl/lbl'Si 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

Even  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  be  great 

Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument. 

But  greatly  to  tind  quarrel  in  a  straw 

When  honor's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I,  then. 

That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  stain'd, 

Excitements  of  my  reason  and  my  blood. 

And  let  all  sleep  ?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men, 

That  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds  ;  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  slain  .'*  —  O,  from  this  time  forth. 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth  !  \Exit. 

Scene  V.  Elst'nore.  A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Queen  and  Horatio. 

Queen.  I  will  not  speak  with  her. 

Hor.  She  is  importunate,  indeed  distract ; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  shehave? 

Hor.  She  speaks  much  of  her  father  ;  says  she  hears 
There's  tricks  i'  the  world  ;  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart ; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws;  speaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  sense  :  her  speech  is  nothing. 
Yet  the  unsha]  ed  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection  ;  they  aim  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts; 
Which,  as  her  winks   and    nods  and  gestures  yield  them. 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought. 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 
'Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with  ;  for  she  may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.  Let  her  come  in.  \_Exit  Horatio. 
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io  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is. 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  he  spilt. 

Re-enter  Horatio,  with  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Denmark? 

Queen.    How  now,  Ophelia  ! 

Oph,  How  should  1  your  true-love  know    \Singi 

From  another  one? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  staff. 

And  his  sandal  shoon. 

Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady,  \Sings. 

He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf. 

At  his  heels  a  stone. 

Queen.  Nay,  but,  Ophelia, — 
oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow, 

[^St'rtgs. 
Enter  King. 
Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

oph.  Larded  with  sweet  flowers ;  [Sings. 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go 
With  true-love  showers. 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady? 

Oph.  Well,  God  dild  you !  They  say  the  owl  was  a 
baker's  daughter.  Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but 
know  not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table ! 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph.  Pray  30U,  let's  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  when 
ihey  ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this  : 

To-morrow  is  Saint  Valentine's  day,         [Sings^ 

All  in  the  morning  betime. 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window. 
To  be  your  Valentine. 
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Then  up  he  rose,  and  donn'd  his  clothes, 

And  dupp'd  the  chamber-door; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 

Never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  OpheUa ! 

Oph.  Indeed,  la,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't : 

By  Gis  and  by  Saint  Charity,  \^Sings. 

Alack,  and  fie  for  shame  ! 
Young  men  will  do't,  if  they  come  to't; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  me. 

You  promis'd  me  to  wed. 
So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun, 

An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 

Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  must  be  patient: 
but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think  they  should  lay 
him  i'  the  cold  ground.  My  brother  shall  know  of  it : 
and  so  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counsel. —  Come,  my 
coach  !  —  Good  night,  ladies ;  good  night,  sweet  ladies ; 
good  night,  good  night.  \^Exit. 

King.  Follow  her  close ;  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray 
you.  \Exit  Horatio. 

O,  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief ;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.     O  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalias  !     First,  her  father  slain  : 
Next,  your  son  gone  ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove  :  the  people  mudded. 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death  ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly. 
In  hugger-mugger  t'  inter  him  :  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgment, 
Without  the  which  we're  pictures,  or  mere  beasts: 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these, 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France  ; 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds. 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death  ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
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Will  nuthiiig  Stick  our  person  to  .irraign 

In  ear  and  car.     O  my  dear  Gerlriulf,  tliis, 

Like  to  a  murderiiig-piece,  in  many  places 

Gives  me  superlluous  death.  [-7  //o/sc  ivithtn. 

Queen.  Alack,  what  noise  is  this.'' 

King.  Where  are  my  Switzers.^     Let   them  guard  the 
door. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

What  is  the  matter? 

Genf.  Save  yourself,  my  lord  : 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list, 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers.     The  rabble  call  him  lord; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known, 
The  ratitiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry,  "  Choose  we  ;  Laertes  shall  be  king  !  " 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues  a])plaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
"Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king  !  " 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry! 
O,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs  ! 

King.  The  doors  are  broke.  [Noise  within. 

Enter  Laertes,  armed  ;  "Da-nes following. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  king  ?  —  Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 

Danes.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Danes.  We  will,  we  will. 

[  They  retire  ivitJwut  the  door. 

Laer.  I  thank  you  :  —  keep  the  door. —  O  thou  vile  king, 
Give  me  my  father  ! 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood    that's  calm   proclaims  me 
bastard  ; 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched  brows 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What's  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like?  — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  person: 
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There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king, 

That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 

Acts  little  of  his  will. —  Tell  me,  Laertes, 

Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd  :  -  let  him  go,  Gertrude :  — 

Speak,  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father.^ 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ?  Ill  not  be  juggled  with  : 
To  hell,  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience  and  grace,  to  the  i)rofoundest  pit  ! 
1  dare  damnation  :  —  to  this  point  1  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes;  only  I'll  be  reveng'd 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world: 
And  for  my  means,  I'll  husl)and  them  so  well. 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is't  writ  in  your  rev^enge. 
That,  swoopstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  loser.' 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them,  then  } 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my  arms, 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican, 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  'pear 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes,  [wit/tin}  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Re-enter  OPHELIA. 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains  !  tears  seven-tim.es  salt, 
Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  !  — 
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By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight, 
Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May! 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia  !  — 
O  heavens  !  is't  possible  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life.'' 
Nature  is  fine  in  love ;  and,  where  'tis  fine, 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

0/>/i.     They  bore  him  barefac'd  on  the  bier;  [Sink's. 
Hey  non  nonny,  nonny,  hey  nonny  ; 
And  in  his  grave  rain'd  many  a  tear, — ■ 

Fare  you  well,  my  dove  ! 

L(7t'r.  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade  revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

0/>/i.  You  must  sing,  "  Down  a-down,  an  you  call  him 
a-down-a."  O,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it  !  It  is  the 
false  steward,  that  stole  his  master's  daughter. 

"Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

0/>A.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance  ;  pray 
you,  love,  remember :  and  there  is  pansies,  that's  for 
thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness, —  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines  :  —  there's 
rue  for  you  ;  and  here's  some  for  me:  —  we  may  call  it 
herb-grace  o'  Sundays  :  —  O,  you  must  wear  your  rue  with 
a  difference. —  There's  a  daisy  :  —  I  would  give  you  some 
violets,  but  they  w^ithered  all  when  my  father  died  :  —  they 
say  he  made  a  good  end, — 

For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy, —    ySings. 

Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself, 
She  turns  to  favor  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again  ?  \Stngs. 

And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No,  no,  he  is  dead  : 

Go  to  thy  death-bed  : 
He  never  will  come  again. 
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His  beard  was  as  white  as  snow, 

All  flaxen  was  his  poll : 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone, 
And  we  cast  away  moan  : 

God  ha'  mercy  on  his  soul ! 

And  of  all  Christian  souls,  I  pray  God. —  God  b'  wi'  ye. 

[Exit. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  God  } 

King.  Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.     Go  but  apart. 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will, 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me: 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch 'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction  ;  but  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 
And  we  shall  jointly  labor  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so  ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  burial, — 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones. 
No  noble  rite  nor  formal  ostentation, — 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And  where  th'  offense  is  let  the  great  ax  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me,  [Exeunt, 

Scene  VL    T/ie  same.  Another  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  HORATio  and  a  Servant. 

Hor.  What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me  } 

Serv.  Sailors,  sir  :  they  say  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hor.  Let  them  come  in. —  [Exit  Servant. 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 
Enter  Sailors. 

First  Sail.  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Hor.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

First  Sail.  He  shall,  sir,  an't  please  him.     There's   a 
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letter  for  you,  sir, —  it  comes  from  the  ambassador  that 
was  bound  for  England,—  if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I 
am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor.  [reads]  "  Horatio,  when   thou  shalt  have  over- 
looked this  give  these  fellows  some  means  to  the  king  : 
they  have  letters  for  him.     Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at 
sea,  a  pirate  of  very  warlike  appointment  gave  us  chase. 
Finding  ourselves  too  slow  of  sail,  we  put  on  a  compelled 
valor ;    and    in    the   grapple    I    boarded    them  :    on    the 
instant   they  got  clear  of  our  ship  ;  so   I   alone  became 
their  prisoner.     They  have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of 
mercy  :  but  they  knew  what  they  did  ;  I  am  to  do  a  good 
turn  for  them.     Let  the  king  have  the  letters  I  have  sent  ; 
and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  haste  as  thou  wouldst 
lly  death.     I  have  words  to  speak  in  thine  ear  will  make 
thee  dumb  ;  yet  are  they  much  too   light   for  the  bore  of 
the  matter.     These  good  fellows  will  l)ring  thee  where  I 
am.     Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  hold  their  course  for 
England  :  of  them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee.     Farewell. 
"  He  that  thou  knowest  thine,  Hamlet." 
Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  these  your  letters  ; 
And  do't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VH.      The  same.     Another  room  in  the  satne. 
Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear. 
That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Laer.         It  well  appears  :  —  but  tell  me 
Why  you  p»"oceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
As  by  your  safety,  wisdom,  all  things  else. 
You  mainly  were  stirr  d  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons  ; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew'd. 
But  yet  to  me  they're  strong.     The  queen  his  mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  myself, — 
My  virtue  or  my  plague,  be't  either  which, — 
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She's  SO  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul, 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  public  count  1  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  ; 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would,  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  to  stone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timber'd  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms, — 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again. 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections  :  —  but  my  revenge  will  come. 

Ki>ig.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you  must  not 
think 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear  more  : 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine  — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
How  now  !  what  news  } 

Mess.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 

This  to  your  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them  } 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  sa)' ;  I  saw  them  not : 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio, —  he  receiv'd  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. — 

Leave  us.  \^Exit  Messenger. 

\^Reads']  "  High  and  mighty, —  You  shall  know  I  am  set 
naked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave 
to  see  your  kinglv  eyes  :  when  I  shall,  first  asking  your 
pardon  thereunto,  recount  the  occasion  of  my  sudden  and 
more  strange  return. 

"  Hamlet." 

What  should  this  mean  }     Are  all  tlie  rest  come  back  .'' 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing  .'' 
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Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

Kii g.  'Tis  HaniliHs  character:  —  "  Naked," — ■ 

And  in  a  postscript  liere,  he  says,  "  alone." 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.  I'm  lost  in  it,  my  lord.     But  let  him  come; 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart, 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
"Thus  diddest  thou." 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, — 

As  how  should  it  be  so  }  how  otherwise?  — 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord  ; 

So  you  will  not  o'errule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now  retum'd,— 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it, —  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall  : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe  ; 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  rul'd  ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so, 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  fall  5  right. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much. 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine  :  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  my  regard. 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

King.   A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too  ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  graveness. —  Two  months  since. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I've  seen  myself,  and  serv'd  against,  the  French. 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback  :  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse, 
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As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 

With  the  brave  beast  :  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought, 

That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks, 

Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't  ? 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  Hfe,  Lamond. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

Kifig.  He  made  confession  of  you  ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defense, 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especially, 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  indeed. 
If  one  could  match  you  :  the  scrimers  of  their  nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  you  oppos'd  them.     Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  him. 
Now,  out  of  this, — 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ki7tg.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  .'' 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father ; 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time  ; 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick  or  snuff  that  will  abate  it ; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  plurisy, 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much  :  that  we  would  do, 
We  should  do  when  we  would  ;  for  this  "  would  "  changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  "  should  "  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o'  th'  ulcer:  — 
Hamlet  comes  back  :  what  would  you  undertake, 
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To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King.  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuarize; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keej)  close  within  your  chamber. 
Hamlet  return'd  shall  know  you  are  come  home  : 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence, 
'Vnd  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The   Frenchman   gave    you  ;    bring    you,    m    fine,    to- 
gether, 
Vnd  wager  on  your  heads  :  he,  being  remiss, 
wlost  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils  ;  so,  that,  with  ease. 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword,  unbated,  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice. 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  will  do't : 

And  for  that  purpose  I'll  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue    . 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death 
This  is  but  scratch'd  withal  :  I'll  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that,  if  I  gall  him  slightly. 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this  ; 

Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape  :  if  this  should  fail. 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  assay'd  :  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back  or  second,  that  might  hold. 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof.     Soft! — let  me  see:  — 
We'll  make  a  solen\n  wager  on  your  cunnings,^ 
I  ha't : 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, — 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,— 
And  that  he  calls  for  cVink,  I'll  have  prepar'd  him 
A  chalice  for  the  none*;;  vvhereon  but  sipping. 
If  he  by  chance  escape  vour  venom'd  stuck, 
Our  purpose  may  hold  vV'rre. 
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Enter  Queen, 

How  now,  sweet  queen  ! 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow  :  —  your  sister's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.   Drown'd!     O,  where? 

(2ueen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aslant  a  brook, 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 
There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name. 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them : 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide, 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up  ; 
Which  time  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes. 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress. 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy 'death. 

Laer.  Alas,  then,  she  is  drown'd  ? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick  ;  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will  ;  when  these  are  gone. 
The  woman  will  be  out. —  Adieu,  my  lord  : 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  douts  it.  {Exit. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude  : 

How  much  iJiad  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  start  again  ; 
Therefore  let's  follow.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 
Scene  I.    Elsinore.    A  churchyard. 
Enter  two  Clowns,  with  spades,  &^c. 

First  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial  that 
willfully  seeks  her  own  salvation  ? 

Sec.  Clo.  I  tell  thee  she  is  ;  and  therefore  make  her 
grave  straight :  the  crowner  hath  sat  on  her,  and  finds  it 
Christian  burial.  • 

First  Clo.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  her- 
self in  her  own  defense  ? 

Sec.  Clo.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

First  Clo.  It  must  be  se  offendendo  ;  it  cannot  be  else. 
For  here  lies  the  point :  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it 
argues  an  act :  and  an  act  hath  three  branches  ;  it  is,  to 
act,  to  do,  to  perform  :  argal,  she  drowned  herself  wit- 
tingly. 

Sec.  Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver, — 

First  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good  : 
here  stands  the  man  ;  good  :  if  the  man  go  to  this  water 
and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes, —  mark 
you  that ;  but  if  the  water  come  to  him  and  drown  him, 
he  drowns  not  himself :  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his 
own  death  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

Sec.  Clo.  But  is  this  law  } 

First  Clo.  Ay,  marry,  is't ;  crowner's  quest-law. 

Sec.  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't  ?  If  this  had  not 
been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been  buried  out  of 
Christian  burial. 

First  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  sayst :  and  the  more  pity 
that  great  folk  should  have  countenance  in  this  world  to 
(h-own  or  hang  themselves,  more  than  their  even  Chris- 
tian.—  Come,  my  spade.  There  is  no  ancient  gentlemen 
out  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave-makers  :  they  hold  up 
Adam's  profession. 

Sec.  Clo.   Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

First  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

Sec.  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none. 

First  Clo.  What,  art  a  heathen  .'*  How  dost  thou 
understand  the  Scripture }  The  Scripture  says,  Adam 
digged:  Could  he  dig  without  arms.'  I'll  put  another 
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question   to  thee :  if  thou  answerest  me  not  to  the  pur- 
pose, confess  thyself  — 
Sec.  Clo.  Go  to. 

First  Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  stronger  than  either 
the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter? 

Sec.  Clo.  The  gallows-maker ;  for  that  frame  outlives  a 
thousand  tenants. 

First  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  :  the  gallows 
does  well ;  but  how  does  it  well  .'*  it  does  well  to  those 
that  do  ill :  now,  thou  dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built 
stronger  than  the  church  :  argal,  the  gallows  may  do 
well  to  thee.     To't  again,  come. 

Sec.  Clo.  "  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  ship- 
wright, or  a  carpenter }  " 
First  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 
Sec.  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 
First  Clo.  To't. 
Sec.  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  some  distance. 
First  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for 
your  dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating  ;  and 
when  you  are  asked  this  question  next,  say  "  a  grave- 
maker:"  the  houses  that  he  makes  last  till  doomsday. 
Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan  ;  fetch  me  a  stoop  of  liquor. 

\E.xit  Sec.  Clown. 
{He  digs,  and  sings. 
In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  sweet, 
To  contract,  O,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  behove, 
O,  methought  there  was  nothing  meet. 
Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling   of  his  business,  that 
he  sings  at  grave-making  } 

Hor.  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easi- 
ness. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  so  :  the  hand  of  little  emploj-ment  hath 
the  daintier  sense. 

Frist  Col.  But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps,  [Sings. 

Hath  claw'd  me  in  his  clutch, 
And  hath  shipped  me  intil  the  land, 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[  Throws  up  a  skull. 
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Ham.  That  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing 
once  :  how  the  knave  jowls  it  to  tlie  ground,  as  if  it  were 
Cain's  jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first  murder!  It  might  be 
the  pate  of  a  politician,  which  this  ass  now  o'er- 
reaches ;  one  that  would  circumvent  God,  might  it 
not  ? 

Hor.    It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier  ;  which  could  say  "  Good  mor- 
row, sweet  lord !  How  dost  thou,  good  lord  ? "  This 
might  be  my  lord  such-a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  sucH- 
a-one's  horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it, —  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so  :  and  now  my  Lady  Worm's  ;  chap- 
less,  and  knocked  about  the  mazard  with  a  sexton's  spade  : 
here's  fine  revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  to  see't.  Did 
these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at 
loggats  with  'em  ?  mine  ache  to  think  on't. 

First  Clo.  A  pickax,  and  a  spade,  a  spade,  \Sings. 

For  and  a  shrouding-sheet : 
O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

[  Throws  lip  atiot/ier  skull. 

Ham.  There's  another:  why  may  not  that  be  the  skull 
of  a  lawyer.'  Where  be  his  quiddits  now-,  his  quillets, 
his  cases,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  .'  why  does  he  suffer 
this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  sconce  with 
a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  action  of  battery  } 
Hum  !  This  fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great  buyer  of 
land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  his  fines,  his 
double  vouchers,  his  recoveries :  is  this  the  fine  of  his 
fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine 
pate  full  of  fine  dirt  .'*  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no 
more  of  his  purchases,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the 
length  and  bre;idth  of  a  pair  of  indentures  .->  The  very  con- 
veyances of  his  lands  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box ;  and 
must  the  inheritor  himself  have  no  more,  ha  ? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep  and  calves  which  seek  out  as- 
surance in  that.  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow.—  Whose 
grave's  this,  sirrah  ? 
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First  Clo.  Mine,  sir. — • 

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made  \Sings, 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed  ;  for  thou  liest  in't. 

First  Clo.  You  lie  out  on't,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is 
not  yours  :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is 
mine. 

Ham.  Thou  dost  lie  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  say  it  is 
thine  :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick  ;  therefore  thou 
liest. 

First  Clo.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir ;  'twill  away  again  from 
me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for? 

First  Clo.  For  no  man,  sir. 

Ham.  What  woman,  then.'' 

First  Clo.  For  none,  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  } 

First  Clo.  One  that  was  a  woman,  sir ;  but,  rest  her  soul, 
she's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is !  we  must  speak  by 
the  card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the  Lord, 
Horatio,  these  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it ;  the 
age  is  grown  so  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant  comes 
so  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe. —  How 
long  hast  thou  been  a  gra\'e-maker  ? 

First  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to't  that 
day  that  our  last  king  Hamlet  o'ercame  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  since  ? 

First  Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell 
that :  it  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born, — 
he  that  is  mad,  and  sent  into  England. 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  England  ? 

First  Clo.  Why,  because  he  was  mad  :  he  shall  recover 
his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter 
there. 

Ham.  Why? 

First  Clo.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there  the 
men  are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

First  Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham.  How  strangely  ? 
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First  Clo.  Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

First  Clo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark  :  I  have  been  sexton 
here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lie   i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot  ? 

First  Clo.  V  faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die, —  as 
we  have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-da)s  thai  will  scarce 
hold  the  laying  in, —  he  will  last  you  some  eight  year  or 
nme  year:   a  tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  } 

First  Clo.  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his  trade 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while  ;  and  your  water  is 
a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson  dead  body,  fiere's  a  skull 
now  ;  this  skull  has  lain  in  the  earth  three-and-twenty 
years. 

Ham.  Whose  was  it  } 

First  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was  :  whose  do 
you  think  it  was .' 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

First  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue !  'a 
poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same 
skull,  sir,  was  Yorick's  skull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.  This  ? 

First  Clo.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Let  me  see.  [  Takes  the  skull.'\ — Alas,  poor 
Yorick  ! —  I  knew  him,  Horatio  :  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest, 
of  most  excellent  fancy  :  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a 
thousand  times ;  and  now,  how  abhorred  in  my  imagina- 
tion it  is!  my  gorge  rises  at  it.  Here  hung  those  lij^s  that 
I  have  kissed  I  know  not  how  oft.  Where  be  your  gibes 
now  }  your  gambols  .'*  your  songs  .'*  your  flashes  of  merri- 
ment, that  were  wont  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar  }  Not  one 
now,  to  mock  your  own  grinning.''  quite  chap-fallen.' 
Now  get  you  to  my  lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her 
paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favor  she  must  come  ;  make 
her  laugh  at  that. —  Prithee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord  .' 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion 
i'  the  earth  .-" 

Hor.  E'en  so. 

Ham.   And  smelt  so  }  pah  !  S^Puts  down  the  skull. 

Hor.  E'en  so,  my  lord. 
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//am.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio ! 
Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexan- 
der till  he  find  it  stopping  a  bung-hole  ? 

//or.  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 
//am.  No,  faith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it :  as  thus  ; 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  re- 
turneth  into  dust ;  the  dust  is  earth  ;  of  earth  we  make 
loam  ;  and  why  of  that  loam  whereto  he  was  converted 
might  they  not  stop  a  beer-barrel  ? 

Imperious  Ceesar,  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away  : 
O,  that  that  earth  which  kept  the  world  in  awe 
Should  patch  a  wall  t'  expel  the  winter's  flaw!  — 
But  soft !  but  soft !  aside  :  —  here  comes  the  king. 

Enter  Priests,  &^c.,  i7i procession;  i/ie  Corpse  0/ OVH'ELl A, 

Laertes  and  Mourners /oZ/ow/n^- ;  King, 

Queen,  their  trains,  &^c. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers:  who  is  that  they  follow? 
And  with  such  maimed  rites  ?     This  doth  betoken 
The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
Foredo  its  own  life  :  'twas  of  some  estate. 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark.        {Retirijig  with  //oratio. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  } 

//atn.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth  :  mark. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else .'' 

First  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd 
As  we  have  warrantise  :  her  death  was  doubtful ; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order. 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd 
Till  the  last  trumpet  ;   for  charitable  prayers. 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on  her. 
Yet  here  she  is  allowed  her  virgin  crants, 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done.? 

First  Priest.  No  more  be  done  . 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead 
To  sing  a  requiem,  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 
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Laer.  Lay  Iut  i'  th'  rarth  ;  — 

And  from  lier  fair  and  unpolluled  Hesh 
M  IV  violets  spring! — -I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
.V  ministering^  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia! 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  farewell ! 

[  Scattering  flowers. 
I  hop'd  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid. 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Depriv'd  thee  of !  — Hold  off  the  earth  awhile, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms : 

{Leaps  into  the  grave. 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead. 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
T'  o'ertop  old  Pelion  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Hajft.  [ci^/z'(i';/(:/;/^^]  What  is  he  whose  grief  j  4cll?  S>J<^'^  (» 

Bears  such  an  emphasis  ;  whose  phrase  of  sorrow       (      i     ^      ,] 
Conjures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them  stand  '    ''"^    S    n>^-C 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers.''     This  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  {Leaps  into  the  grave. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul !  '  '^^  C>  COy 

[Grappii7ig  with  him.      '^  . 

Ham.  Thou  pray'st  not  well.  \ci 

I  prithee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash. 
Vet  have  I  something  in  me  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear  :  hold  off  thy  hand  ! 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet ! 

All.  Gentlemen,— 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet  ! 

{The  Attendants  part  them,  afid  they  come 
.1  out  of  the  grave. 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  waj*.* 

Queen.  O  my  son,  what  theme  ? 
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Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia  :  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love, 
.aKC  up  my  sum. —  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King.  O,  lie  is  mad,  Laertes. 

(2ueen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ha?n.  'Swounds,  show  me  what  thou'lt  do  : 
Woo'tweep.'    woo't  fight.?    woo't  fast?    woo 't  tear  thy- 
self? 
Woo't  drink  up  eisel  ?   eat  a  crocodile  ? 
I'll  do't. —  Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I  : 
And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground, 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart !  Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness  : 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him  ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos'd. 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  sir  ; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus? 
I  lov'd  you  ever  :  but  it  is  no  matter; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  \Extt. 

King.  I  pray  you,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. — 

[Exit  Horatio. 
[To  Laertes']  Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's 

speech  ; 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.   77?.?  same.    A  hall  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  fof^  this,  sir :    now   shall  you  see  the 
other ; — 
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You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  ? 

/Yor.   Reint'inber  it,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  tliere  was  a  kind  of  fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleej) :  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.     Rashly, — 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it ;  let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  fail  :  and  that  should  teach  us 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will, — 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarf'd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them  :  had  my  desire; 
Finger'd  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  :  making  so  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission  ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, — 

0  royal  kna\ery  !  —  an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons. 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated, 
^o,^4iatiD-Stay  tli&-gr4ndi«-g^-olihe  ax, 

My  head  should  be  struck  off.  ^ 

Hor.  Is't  possible  ? 

Ham.   Here's  the  commission  :    read    it    at    more  lei^ 
sure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed  ? 

Hor.  I  beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  be-nettecl  round  with  villainies,— 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  play, —  I  sat  me  down  ; 
Devis'da  new  commission  ;  wrote  it  fair  :  — 

1  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 

A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labor'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  ;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service  :  —  wilt  thou  know 
Th'  effect  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king, — 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary  ; 
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As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish  ; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities  ; 
And  many  such-like  "  as's  "  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents. 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less. 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shriving-time  allow'd. 

Hor.  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant. 
I  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse. 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal; 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  the  form  of  th'  other; 
Subscrib'd  it  ;  gave  th'  impression  ;  plac'd  it  safely. 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight ;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor.  So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go  to't. 

Ham.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to   this  empioy- 
menl ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience  ;  their  defeat 
Doth  by  their  own  insinuation  grow  : 
'Tis  dangerous  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell-incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor.  W"hy,  what  a  king  is  this ! 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  thinks  't  thee,  stand  me  now  upon,— 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  king,  and  whor'd  my  mother; 
Popp'd  in  between  th'  election  and  my  hopes; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  cozenage,— is't  not  perfect  conscience 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ?  and  is't  not  to  be  damn'd 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.   It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.   It  will  be  short  :  the  interim  is  mine; 
And  a  man's  life's  no  more  than  to  say  "one." 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself ; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his :  I'll  court  his  favors: 
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But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace  !  who  conies  liere  ? 

Enter  OSRIC. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark. 

Ham.  I  huml)ly  thank  you,  sir. —  yAside  to  Hor.]  Dost 
know  this  water-fly .'' 

Hor.  [aside  to  Ham.]  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  [aside  to  Hor.]  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious  ; 
for  'tis  a  vice  to  know  him.  He  hath  much  land,  and 
fertile :  let  a  beast  be  lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall 
stand  at  the  king's  mess  :  'tis  a  chough  ;  but,  as  I  say, 
spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Osr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure,  I 
should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit. 
Put  your  bonnet  to  his  right  use ;  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr.  I  thank  your  lordship,  it  is  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold ;  the  wind  is 
northerly. 

Osr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  methinks  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot  for  my 
complexion. 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord  ;  it  is  very  sultry, —  as 'twere, 
— I  cannot  tell  how. —  But,  my  lord,  his  majesty  bade  me 
signify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head  : 
sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Ham.  I  beseech  you,  remember  — 

[Hamlet  moves  him  to  put  on  his  hat, 

Osr.  Nay,  in  good  faith  ;  for  mine  ease,  in  good  faith. 
Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court  Laertes  ;  believe  me,  an 
absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent  differences,  of 
very  soft  society  and  great  showing  :  indeed,  to  speak 
feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card  or  calendar  of  gentry,  for 
you  shall  find  in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a  gentle- 
man would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  delinement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you  ;  — 
though,  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially  would  dizzy 
the  arithmetic  of  memory,  and  it  but  yaw  neither,  in 
respect  of  his  quick  sail.  But,  in  the  verity  of  extolment, 
I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article  ;  and  his  infusion 
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of  such  dearth  and  rareness,  as,  to  make  true  diction  of 
him,  his  semblabie  is  his  mirror  ;  and  who  else  would  trace 
him,  his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Havi.  The  concernancy,  sir  .''  why  do  we  wrap  the  gentle- 
man in  our  more  rawer  breath  .'' 

Osr.  Sir.? 

Ho}-.  Is't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another  tongue  ? 
You  will  do't,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman  } 

Osr.   Of  Laertes  .'' 

Hor.  {aside  to  Ham?\  His  purse  is  empty  already  :  all's 
golden  words  are  spent. 

Ham.  Of  him,  sir. 

Osr.  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant  — 

Ham.  I  would  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it 
would  not  much  approve  me  :  —  well,  sir. 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is  — 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare 
with  him  in  excellence  ;  but,  to  know  a  man  "/ell,  were  to 
know  himself. 

Osr.  I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon  ;  but  in  the  imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  } 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons  :  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Barbary 
horses:  against  the  which  he  has  im])oned,  as  I  take  it, 
six  French  rapiers  and  poniards,  w  ith  their  assigns,  as 
girdle,  hangers,  and  so  :  three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith, 
are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  hilts,  most 
delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor.  [aside  to  Ham.\  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by 
the  margent  ere  you  had  done. 

Osr.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  germane  to  the  mat- 
ter, if  we  could  carry  cannon  by  our  sides  :  I  would  it 
might  be  hangers  till  then.  But,  on  :  six  Barbary  horses 
against  six  French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three  liberal- 
conceited  carriages ;  that's  the  French  bet  against  the 
Danish.     Why  is  this  '*  imponed,"  as  you  call  it  ? 
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Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen  passes  be- 
tween yourself  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed  you  three 
hits  :  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine  ;  and  it  would  come 
to  Immediate  trial,  if  your  hardship  would  vouchsafe  the 
answer. 

Ham.  How  if  1  answer  no? 

Osr.  1  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  person  in 
trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  1  will  walk  here  in  the  hall:  if  it  please  his 
majesty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me  ;  let  the 
foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold 
his  purpose,  I  will  win  for  him  an  1  can  ;  if  not,  I  will  gain 
nothing  but  my  shame  and  the  odd  hits. 

Osr.  Shall  I  re-deliver  \ou  e'en  so? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir;  after  what  flourish  your  na- 
ture will. 

Osr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours,  ^t^xit  Osric^ — He  does  well  to 
commend  it  himself ;  there  are  no  tongues  else  for's 
turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his 
head. 

Ham.  He  did  comply  with  his  dug,  before  he  sucked 
it.  Thus  has  he  —  and  many  more  of  the  same  bevy,  that, 
I  know,  the  drossy  age  dotes  on  —  only  got  the  tune  of  the 
time,  and  outward  habit  of  encounter;  a  kind  of  yesty 
collection,  which  carries  them  through  and  through  the 
most  fanned  and  winnowed  opinions  ;  and  do  but  blow 
them  to  their  trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you  by 
young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  hall  :  he  sends  to  know  if  your  pleasure  hold  to 
jjlay  with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes  ;  they  follow  the 
king's  pleasure  :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready;  now 
or  whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  king  and  queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  Inhappytime. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  enter- 
tainment to  Laertes  before  you  fall  to  play. 
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Ham.  She  well  instructs  me.  ^Ex it  Lord, 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  1  do  not  think  so  ;  since  he  went  into  France,  I 
have  been  in  continual  practice  ;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds. 
But  thou  wouldst  not  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my 
heart :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it  :  I  will  fore- 
stall their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury :  there's  a  special 
providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not 
to  come  :  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now  ;  if  it  be  not 
now,  yet  it  will  come  :  the  readiness  is  all  :  since  no  man 
has  ought  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is't  to  leave  betimes  } 

Enter  King,  Queen,  LAERTES,  Lords,  OSRIC,  and  h\.\t'W- 
diAiW.'s.with foils,  &^c. 

King.    Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from 
me.  [  The  King  puts  Laertes'  hand  into  Hamlet's. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir  :  I've  done  you  wrong  ; 
But  pardon't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows. 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard,  how  lam  punish'd 
With  sore  distraction.     What  I  have  done. 
That  might  your  nature,  honor,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?     Never  Hamlet: 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away. 
And  when  he's  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it,  then  }     His  madness;  if't  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  tiiat  is  wrong'd  ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience, 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother, 

Laer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature. 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
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To  my  revenge  :  but  in  my  terms  of  honor 

I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement 

Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honor, 

I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace, 

To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.     But  till  that  time 

I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love, 

And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely  ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. — 
Give  us  the  foils. —  Come  on. 

Lacr.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  foil,  Laertes:  in  mineignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night. 
Stick  tiery  off  indeed. 

Lacr.  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.   Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osric. —  Cousin  Ham- 
let, 
You  know  the  wager.' 

Ham.  Very  well,  my  lord  ; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it ;  I  have  seen  you  both  ; 
But  since  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well.  These  foils  have  all  a  length? 

[  They  prepare  to  play. 

Osr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoops  of  wine  upon  that  table. — 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange. 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire ; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath  ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw. 
Richer  than  thai  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.     Give  me  the  cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak, 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without, 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  earth, 
"  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet." —  Come,  begin  ;  — 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Ham.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  \^They play, 
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Ham.  One. 

Laer,  No, 

Ham.  Judgment. 

Osr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Lagr.  Well  ;  —  again. 

King.  Stay;    give  me   drink. —  Hamlet,    this   pearl   is 
thine  ; 
Here's  to  thy  health. 

[Trumpets  souftd,  and  cannon  shot  off  within. 
Give  him  the  cup. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  first ;  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come. —  [They  play ?\  Another  hit  ;  what  say  you  ? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  1  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath. — 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows: 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  madam  ! 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.   I  will,  my  lord  ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

[Drinks. 

King,  [aside]  It  is  the  poison 'd  cup  ;  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam  ;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  ril  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think't. 

Laer.  [aside]  And  yet  'tis  almost  'gainst  my  conscience. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes  :  you  but  dally  ; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence ; 
I  am  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  so  }  come  on.  [  They  play. 

Osr.  Nothing,  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now  ! 

[Laertes  wounds  Hamlet ;  then,  in  scuffling, 
they  change  rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wounds 
Laertes. 

King.  Part  them  ;  they  are  incens'd. 

Ham.   Nay,  come,  again.  [The  Queen  falls. 

Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho  ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  sides. —  How  is  it,  my  lord  ? 
Osr.  How  is't,  Laertes  .-* 
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Laer.  Why,  -is  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe,  Osric  ; 
I'm  justly  kiU'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Hani.  How  does  the  queen  ? 

King.  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

Qtieen.   No,  no,    the   drink,  the  drink, —  O     my    deal 
Hamlet,— 
The  drink,  the  drink! —  I  am  poison'd.  \^Dtes. 

Ham.  O  villainy  ! —  Ho  !  let  the  door  be  lock'd  ; 
Treachery  !  seek  it  out. 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet  :  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd  :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itself  on  me;  lo,  here  I  lie, 
Ne\er  to  rise  again:  thy  mother's  poison'd:  — 
I  can  no  more  : — •  the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Hani.  The  point  envenom'd  too!  — 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  [^Stabs  the  King. 

All.   Treason  !  treason  ! 

King.  O,  yet  defend  me,  friends  ;  I  am  but  hurt. 

Hani.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion  :  —  is  thy  union  here  } 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  justly  serv'd  ; 

It  is  a  poison  temper'd  by  himself. — 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet : 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee. 
Nor  thine  on  me  !  \^Dies. 

Hani.  Heaven  make  thee  free    of  it !  I   follow  thee. — 
I  am  dead,  Horatio. —  Wretched  queen,  adieu!  — 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act. 
Had  I  but  time, —  as  this  fell  sergeant,  death, 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest, —  O,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be. —  Horatio,  I  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it : 

I'm  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane: 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou'rt  a  man, 
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Give  me  the  cup:  let  go  ;  by  heaven,  I'll  have't. 

0  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 

Things  standing  llius  unknown,  shall  live  behind  me! 

If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 

Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 

And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 

To  tell  my  story. 

[Jlfnrc/i  at  some  distance,  and  shot  within. 
What  warlike  noise  is  this  ? 
Osr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  Po- 
land, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  O,  I  die,  Horatio  ; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit: 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England  ; 
But  I  do  prophesy  th'  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras  :  he  has  my  dying  voice  ; 
So  tell  him,  with  th'  occurrents,  more  and  less. 
Which  have  solicited  —  the  rest  is  silence.  \Dies. 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart:  —  good  night,   sweet 
prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest !  — 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither.?  ^March  within. 

£';z/<?rFORTlNBRAS,  ///^English  Ambassadors, «;/rt'tf//^i?r5. 

Fort.   Where  is  this  sight  ? 

Hor.  What  is  it  ye  would  see  ? 

If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

Fort.   This  quarry  cries  on  havoc. —  O  proud  Death, 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
So  bloodily  hast  struck  ? 

First  Amb.  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late  : 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing, 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  are  dead : 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  } 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth, 

Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  you  : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
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But  since,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question. 

You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England, 

Are  here  arriv'd,  give  order  that  these  bodies 

High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 

And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world 

Hb\vTRese  things  came  about  :  so  shall  you  hear 

Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts  ; 

Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters ;  >  -^UamJOX   ^''' 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning  and  forc'd  cause;    !   '^      .  .oi^t. 

And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook  \    (X    ''^         ] 

Fall'n  on  th'  inventors'  heads :  all  this  can  I  P^^ 

Truly  deliver. 

Forf.  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it. 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune: 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom. 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  more : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform'd. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild  ;  lest  more  mischance, 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

Forf.  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage  ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
T'  have  prov'd  most  royally  :  and,  for  his  passage. 
The  soldiers'  music  and  the  rites  of  war 
Speak  loudly  for  him. — 
Take  up  the  bodies  :  —  such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. — 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot. 

[^A  dead  march.   Exeunt,  bearing  off  the  dead  bodies  ; 
after  ivhich  a  peal  of  ordnance  is  shot  off. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


senators. 


Julius  C.«sar. 
octavius  c^esak, 
Marcus  Antonius, 

M.  ^MILIUS  LEPIDUS,  J  V  1  r  s 

[after  the  death 
of  Julius  Caesar. 
Cicero, 

PUBLIUS, 

PopiLius  Lena, 
Marcus  Brutus, 
Cassius, 
Casca, 
Trebonius, 

LiGARIUS, 

Decius  Brutus, 
Metellus  Cimber, 

CiNNA, 

Flavius  and  Marullus,  trib- 


1 


conspir- 
ators 
V  against 
Julius 
Caesar. 


Artemidorus,   a   sophist    o( 

Cnidos. 
A  Soothsayer. 
CiNNA,  a  poet. 
Another  Poet. 
LuciLius, 
Titinius, 
Messala. 
Young  Cato, 
volumnius, 
Varro, 
Clitus. 
Claudius, 
Strato, 
Lucius,  | 

Dardanius,  J 
Pindarus,  servant  to  Cassius. 

Calphurnia,  wife  to  Caesar. 
Portia,  wife  to  Brutus. 


friends  to 
>  Brutus  and 
Cassius. 


servants  to 
I  Brutus. 


Senators,  Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,  etc. 

Scene  —  During  a  great  part  of  the  play  at  Rome ; 
afterwards  near  Sardis,  and  near  Philippi. 

ACT  I. 


Scene  L  Rome.  A  street. 

Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  a  rabble  of  Citizens. 

Flav.  Hence  !  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you  home  : 
Is  this  a  holiday?  what !  know  you  not, 
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Being  mechanical,  you  ouglit  not  walk 

Upon  a  laboring  clay  without  the  sign 

Of  your  profession  ?  —  Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

First  Cif.  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron  and  thy  rule? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ?  — 
You,  sir,  what  trade  are  you  ? 

Sec.  at.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  answer  me  directly. 

Sec.  Cit.  A  trade,  sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  use  with  a 
safe  conscience ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad 
soles. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade  ? 

Sec.  Cit.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with  me : 
yet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that }  mend  me,  thou 
saucy  fellow ! 

Sec.  Cit.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou  ? 

Sec.  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is  with  the  awl : 
I  meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nor  women's 
matters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old 
shoes;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re-cover  them. 
As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather  have  gone 
upon  my  handiwork. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day? 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets  ? 

Sec.  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get 
myself  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make  holi- 
day, to  see  Csesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice  ?      What  conquest  brings  he 
home  } 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels  } 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless  things! 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?     Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
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The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation. 
To  see  great  Ponipey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome: 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  hut  apjiear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout, 
That  Tiber  trembled  underneath  her  banks. 
To  hear  the  replication  of  jour  sounds 
Made  in  her  concave  shores? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood? 
Be  gone  ! 

Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault, 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort; 
Draw  them  to  Tiber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all.  [Exeunt  Citizens, 
See,  wher  their  basest  metal  be  not  mo"'d! 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I  :  disrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar.  May  we  do  so  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Fla7>.  It  is  no  matter  ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Cssar's  trophies.     I'll  about. 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  fi^om  the  streets : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Csesar's  wing 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.  [Eveunt. 
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Scene  II,    The  sa^ne.    A  public  place. 

Enter,  in  procession,  with  /niisic,  Ca:sar;  Antony, /br 

the     course;      Calphurnia,     Portia,     Dectus, 

Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casca  ;  a  great 

crowd  following ,  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

Cces.  Calphurnia, — 

Casca.  Peace,  ho  !     Csesar  speaks. 

\^I[fjtsic  ceases. 

Cces.  Calphurnia, — 

Cal.  Here,  my  lord. 

Cces.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  course. —  Antonius, — 

Ant.  Caesar,  my  lord  ? 

Cces.  F"orget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia  ;  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

Aftt.  I  shall  remember  : 

When  Caesar  says  "  Do  this,"  it  is  perform'd. 

CcFS.  Set  on  ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.  {^Music. 

Sooth.  Caesar ! 

CcFs.  Ha  !  who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  be  still :  —  peace  yet  again  ! 

[Music  ceases. 

Cces.  Who  is  it  in  the  press  that  calls  on  me? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry  "Cassar. "     Speak  ;  Cassar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.  A  soothsayer  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces.   Set  him  before  me  ;  let  me  see  his  face. 

Ccfss.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng  ;  look  upon  Csesar. 

Cces.  What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?  speak  once  again. 

Sooth.   Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces.  He  is  a  dreamer  ;  let  us  leave  him  :  —  pass. 

[Sennet.   Exeunt  all  except  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cass.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course? 

Bru.   Not  I. 

Cass.  1  pray  you,  do. 

Brii.   I  am  not  gamesome  :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
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Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Cass.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  g-enlleness 
And  show  of  love  as  1  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Cassius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd  :  if  1  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  I  am. 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference. 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself, 
Which  give  .some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviors; 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd, — 
Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one, — 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect. 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cass.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  passion  ; 
By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  .'' 

Bru.  No,  Cassius ;  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself 
But  by  reflection  from  some  other  thing. 

Cass.  'Tis  just : 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirror  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, — 
Except  immortal  Caesar, — speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bri(.   Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Cassius 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cass.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear : 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
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And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus : 
Were  I  a  rommon  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protester  ;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  ine  dangerous. 

[Flourish  and  shout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting  ?  I  do  fear,  the  people 
Choose  Caesar  for  their  king. 

Cass.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  } 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cassius ;  yet  I  love  him  well. — 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long  } 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honor  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  th'  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  ; 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honor  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cass.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favor. 
Well,  honor  is  the  subject  of  my  story. — 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  but,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself. 
I  was  born  free  as  Caesar ;  so  were  you  : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he : 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day. 
The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
Ccesar  said  to  me,  "  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 
And  swim  to  yonder  point?"     Upon  the  word, 
Accout'red  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in. 
And  bade  him  follow  :  so,  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd  ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews,  throwing  it  aside 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy ; 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd, 
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Ccesar  cried,  "  Help  me,  Cassius,  or  1  sink  !  " 

I,  as  /Eneas,  our  great  ancestor. 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Ancliises  bear,  so  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

Did  I  the  tired  Caesar:  and  this  man 

Is  now  become  a  god  ;  and  Cassius  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body. 

If  Caesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake  :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake: 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  color  fly; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Did  lose  his  luster :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas,  it  cried,  "  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius," 

As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  snould 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  ^^Flotirish  atid  shout. 

Brii.  Another  general  shout ! 
I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honors  that  are  heap'd  on  Csesar. 

Cass.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonorable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Caesar  :  what  should  be  in  that  Caesar? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours  ? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  with  'em, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Caesar. 
Now,  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caesar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great .''     Age,  thou  art  sham'd  I 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods  ! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 
I.e.  9.]  V.  117. 


Aci/.]  JULIUS  C.^SAR.  [Scene  if. 

But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  say,  til!  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walls  encompass'd  but  one  man? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
O,  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once  that  would  have  brook'd 
Th'  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome 
As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous ; 
What  you  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 
I  shall  recount  hereafter  ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  said, 
I  will  consider ;  what  you  have  to  say, 
I  will  with  patience  hear  ;  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cass.  I  am  glad 

That  my  weak  words  have  struck  but  thus  much  show 
Of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Csesar  is  returning. 

Cass.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve  ; 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to-day. 

Re-enter  C.^SAR  zvttli  his   Train. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so  :  —  but,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow. 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train  : 
Calphurnia's  cheek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senator. 

Cass.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cces.  Antonius, — 

Ant.  Caesar? 
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Cces.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ;    K 
Sleek- 'leaded  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights  : 
Yond  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Caisar  ;  he's  not  dangerous  ; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Cces.  Would  he  were  fatter!  —  but  1  fear  liim  not: 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much  ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men  :  he  loves  no  plays, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony  ;  he  hears  no  music  : 
Seldom  he  smiles  ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scorn 'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves  ; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd 
Than  what  I  fear, —  for  always  I  am  Cassar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf. 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  thmk'st  of  him. 

{^Exeiint  CcEsar  and  all  his  Train,  except  Casca. 

Casca.  You  puH'd  me  by  the  cloak  ;  would  you  speak 
with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Casca ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day, 
That  Ccesar  looks  so  sad. 

Casca.  Why,  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Brii.  I  should  not,  then,  ask  Casca  what  had  chanc'd. 

Casca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him  ;  and 
being  offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand, 
thus  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a-shouting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  second  noise  for  } 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cass.  They  shouted  thrice  :  what  was  the  last  cry  for? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  offered  him  thrice  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  many,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other  ;  and  at  every  putting-by  mine 
honest  neighbors  shouted. 

Cass.   Who  offered  him  the  crown  } 
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Casca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the  manner  of 
it :  it  was  mere  foolery  ;  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  saw  Mark 
Antony  offer  him  a  crown  ;  —  yet  'twas  not  a  crown 
neither,  'twas  one  of  these  coronets  ;  —  and,  as  I  told  you, 
he  put  it  by  once  :  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he 
would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  offered  it  to 
him  again,  then  he  put  it  by  again  :  but,  to  my 
thinking,  he  was  very  loth  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it.  And 
then  he  offered  it  the  third  time !  he  put  it  the 
third  time  by  :  and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rabblement 
shouted,  and  clapped  their  chapped  hands,  and  threw  up 
their  sweaty  nightcaps,  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of  stink- 
ing breath  because  Cassar  refused  the  crown,  that  it  had 
almost  choked  Cassar;  for  he  swooned,  and  fell  down  at 
it :  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst  not  laugh,  for  fear  of 
opening  my  lips  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cass.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you  :  what,  did  Caesar  swoon  ? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed 
at  mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like;  —  he  hath  the  falling-sickness. 

Cass.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling-sickness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but,  I  am 
sure,  Caesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not 
clap  him  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased  and  dis- 
pleased them, as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theater, 
I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  said  he  when  he  came  unto  himself  ? 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he  plucked 
me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offered  them  his  throat  to  cut  : 
—  an  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  I  would  not 
have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell 
among  the  rogues  :  —  and  so  he  fell.  When  became  to 
himself  again,  he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said  any  thing 
amiss,  he  desired  their  worships  to  think  it  was  his  in- 
firmity. Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  s*cod,  cried, 
"  Alas,  good  soul !  "  and  forgave  him  with  all  their  he«K*^s: 
but  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them  ;  if  Caesar  had 
stabbed  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  iess. 
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Brti.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sad,  away? 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cass.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cass.  To  what  effect .'' 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you  i'  the 
face  again :  but  those  that  understood  him  smiled  at  one 
another,  and  shook  their  heads;  but,  for  mine  own  part, 
it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too : 
MaruUus  and  Flavius,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Csesar's 
images,  are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was 
more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cass.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cass.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cass.  Good  ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca.  Do  so  :  farewell,  both.  \Exit. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ! 
He  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cass.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cass.  I  will  do  so  :  —  till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

{^Exit  Brutus. 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble ;  yet,  I  see, 
Thy  honorable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  dispos'd  :  therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes; 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  ? 
Caesar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
He  should  not  humor  me.     I  will  this  night. 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
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As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 

Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 

That  Rome  holds  of  his  name ;   wherein  obscurely 

Caesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at  : 

And,  after  this,  let  Caesar  seat  him  sure; 

For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.  \_Fxzt. 

Scene  III.      The  same.     A  street. 

Thunder   and  lightning.     Enter,  from  opposite  sides, 
Casca,  with  his  sword  drawn,  attd  ClC'E.^O. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca  :  brought  you  Csesar  home? 
Why  are  you  breathless  .''  and  why  stare  you  so  } 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm  .''     O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
Th'  ambitious  ocean  swell  and  rage  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds: 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods, 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful.^ 

Casca.   A    common    slave  —  you    know    him    well   by 
sight  — 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd ;   and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remain'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides, —  I  ha'  not  since  put  up  my  sword, — 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by. 
Without  annoying  me :  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear;  who  swore  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  yesterday  the  bird  of  night  did  sit 
Even  at  noonday  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say, 
"  These  are  their  reasons, —  they  are  natural ; " 
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For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time: 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion, 
Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Ca-sar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

L'asca.  He  doth  ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  God  night,  then,  Casca  :  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  \^Exit  Cicero, 

Enter  CasSIUS. 

Cass.  Who's  there  } 

Casca.  A  Roman. 

Cass.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca.  Your  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what  night  is  this  ! 

Cass.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Casca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  mefiace  so  } 

Cass.  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see, 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone  : 
And  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Casca.  But    wherefore    did    you    so   much  tempt   the 
heavens .'' 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Cass.  You  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman  you  do  want, 
Or  else  you  use  not.     You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  case  yourself  in  wonder. 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens; 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts. 
Why  birds  and  beasts  from  quality  and  kind  ; 
Why  old  men  fool,  and  children  calculate; 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance, 
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Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties. 

To  monstrous  quality  ;  —  why,  you  shall  find 

That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  spirits. 

To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  and  warning 

Unto  some  monstrous  state. 

Now  could  I,  Casca,  name  to  thee  a  man 

Most  like  this  dreadful  night, 

That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 

As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol, — 

A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself  or  me 

In  personal  action  ;  yet  prodigious  grown, 

And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Casca.  'Tis  Caesar  that  you  mean  ;    is  it  not,  Cassias? 

Cass.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But,  woe  the  while  !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Casca.  Indeed,  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Cassar  as  a  king  ; 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land. 
In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cass.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger,  then  ; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius  : 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat  : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny  that  I  do  bear 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure.  [  Thunder  still 

Casca.  So  can  I  : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cass.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant,  then  ? 
Poor  man  !  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  wolf. 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire 
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Begin  it  with  weak  straws  :  what  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  ilhiniinate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar  !     But.  O  grief. 
Where  hast  thou  led  me  ?  I  peihaps  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman  :  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made ;  but  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.  You  speak  to  Casca  ;  and  to  such  a  man 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold,  my  hand  : 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs ; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cass.  There's  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the.  noblest-minded  Romans 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honorable-dangerous  consequence  ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch  :  for  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  stir  or  walking  in  the  streets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  favor's  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody-fiery  and  most  terrible. 

Casca.  Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Cass.   'Tis  Cinna, —  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 

Ciii.  To  find  out  you.    Who's  that  ?  Metellus  Cimber? 

Cass.  No,  it  is  Casca  ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempt.     Am  I  not  stay'd  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cin.  I'm  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ! 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cass.  Am  I  not  stay'd  for?  tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  are. — 

O  Cassius,  if  you  could 
But  win  the  noble  Brutus  to  our  party  — 

Cass.  Be  you  content :  good  Cinna,  take  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair. 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
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In  at  his  window  ;  set  this  up  with  wax 

Upon  old  Brutus'  statue  :  all  this  done, 

Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 

Is  Decius  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Ciit.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.     Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cass.  That  done,  repair  to   Pompey's   theater.     {Exit 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will  yet,  ere  day,  [^C'inna. 

See  Brutus  at  his  house  :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already ;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Casca.   O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offense  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy. 
Will  change  to  virtue  and  to  worthiness. 

Cass.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and   our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  midnight  ;  and,  ere  day. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [^Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 
Scene  I.     Rome.     Brutus'  orchard. 
Enter  Brutus. 

Bru.  What,  Lucius,  ho  !  — 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars, 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day. —  Lucius,  I  say !  — 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when.''  awake,  I  say!  what,  Lucius  I 

Enter  LuciUS. 

Luc.   Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.   Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Bru.  It  must  be  by  his  death  :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown 'd  :  — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question 
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It  is  the  bright  tlay  that  brings  forth  the  adder  ; 

And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him  ?  —  that ;  — 

And  then,  1  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him, 

That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 

Th'  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 

Remorse  from  power:  and,  to  speak  truth  of  Caesar, 

I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 

More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof,  / 

That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder,  / 

Whereto  the  climber-ui)uard  turns  his  face  ;  I 

But  when  he  once  attains  the  u))most  round,  \ 

He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back,  i 

Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees  ' 

By  which  he  did  ascend  :  so  Caesar  may  ; 

Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  since  the  quarrel 

Will  bear  no  color  for  the  thing  he  is. 

Fashion  it  thus  ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 

Would  run  to  these  and  these  extremities  : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  tgg, 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mischievous  ; 

And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Re-enter  LuciUS. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found       \Ghnng  htm 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up  ;  and,  I  am  sure,         [a  paper. 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Br7/.  Get  you  to  bed  again  ;  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  } 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru,  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Bru.   The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  paper  and  reads. 
•  Brutus,  thou  sleep'st  :  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  &c.     Speak,  strike,  redress  !  "  — 
"  Brutus,  thou  sleep'st  :  awake  !  "  — 
Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
"  Shall  Rome,  &c."     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out ; 
Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe  ?     What,  Rome? 
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My  ancestor  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 

The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

"  Speak,  strike,  redress  !  "  —  Am  I  entreated 

To  speak  and  strike  ?     O  Rome,  I  make  thee  promise. 

If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.   Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

{Knocking  within, 

Bru.  'Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate  ;  somebody  knocks, 

\^Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Cassius   first  did  whet  me  against  Caesar, 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  Genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Re-enter   LUCIUS. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir  ;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks. 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favor. 

Bru.  Let  'em  enter.  {^E.vit  Lucius, 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy, 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?     O,  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage?     Seek  none,  conspiracy; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  put  thy  native  semblance  on. 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 
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Enter   Cassius,  Casca,    Decius,  Cinna,   Metellus 

CiMBER,  a}ld  TREBONIUS. 

Cass.  I  think  we  are  too  bokl  upon  your  rest : 
Good  morrow,  Brutus  ;  do  we  trt)uble  you  ? 

Brii.  I  have  been  up  this  hour;  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cass.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here 
But  honors  you  ;  and  ever)  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Brti.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cass.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

B7-i(.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cass.  This,    Casca  ;    this,    Cinna ;    and   this,  Metellus 
Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. — 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwi.xt  your  eyes  and  night  } 

Cass.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  .' 

[Bru/us  and  Cassius  whisper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  east :  doth  not  the  day  break  here  } 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  gray  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises  ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south. 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  tire  ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cass.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  :  if  not  the  face  of  men, 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes. 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
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To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  witli  valor 

The  melting  spirits  of  women  ;  then,  countrymen, 

What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause, 

To  prick  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond 

Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word. 

And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath 

Than  honesty  to  honesty  engag'd, 

That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous. 

Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 

That  welcome  wrongs  ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 

Nor  th'  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 

To  think  that  or  our  cause  or  our  performance 

Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy. 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cass.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  shall  we  sound  him  ? 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.   O,  let  us  have  him  ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  shall  be  said,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands  ; 
Our  youths  and  wildness  shall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Brii.  O,  name  him  not  :  let  us  not  break  with  him ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cass.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd  })ut  only  Caesar? 

Cass.  Decius,  well  urg'd  :  — I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Ca?sar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar  :  we  shall  tind  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  )  ou  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far 
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As  to  annoy  us  all  :  which  tu  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Ca;sar  fall  together. 

Brii.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cassias, 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs, — 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  ; 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Caesar  : 
Let's  be  sacrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  tlie  spirit  of  Caesar; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O  that  we,  then,  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Caesar  !  But,  alas, 
Cassar  must  bleed  for  it  !     And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do. 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  after  seem  to  chide  'em.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious." 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cccsar's  arm 
When  Cecsar's  head  is  off. 

Cass.  Yet  I  fear  him; 

For  in  th'  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Cassar  — 

Brti.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  Caesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself, —  take  thought,  and  die  for  Csesar: 
And  that  were  much  he  should  ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.   There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

{Clock  strikes. 

Brit.  Peace  !  count  the  clock. 

Cass.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cass.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet. 

Whether  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day  or  no ; 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late  ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies : 
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It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  uiiaccustom'd  terror  of  this  night. 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.   Never  fear  that  :  if  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him ;  for  he  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes. 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers  : 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  say  he  does, —  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work  ; 

For  I  can  give  his  humor  the  true  bent. 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cass.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour  :  is  that  the  uttermost .? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey : 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him  : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reason ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him. 

Cass.  The    morning   comes    upon's  :  we'll   leave    you, 
Brutus  :  — 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves  ;    but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 

B7U.  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily  ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purposes  ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do, 
With  untir'd  spirits  and  formal  constancy : 
And  so,  good  morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeufit  ail  except  Brtitus. 
Boy  !  Lucius  !  —  Fast  asleep  }     It  is  no  matter  ; 
Enjoy  the  heavy  honey-dew  of  slumber  : 
Thou  hast  no  figures  nor  no  fantasies. 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Ejtter  Portia. 

For.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  }  wherefore  rise  you  now  ? 
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It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit 

Your  weak  concHtion  to  the  raw-cold  morning-. 

/^or.  Nor  for  yours  neither.     You've  ungently,  Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed  :  and  yesternight,  at  supper, 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  w'alk'd  about, 
Musing  and  sighing",  with  your  arms  across  ; 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  star'd  ui)on  me  with  ungentle  looks  : 
I  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  scratch 'd  your  head. 
And  too  iiupatiently  stamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not ; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  so  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience 
Which  seem'd  too  much  enkindled  ;  and  withal 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humor. 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape. 
As  it  hath  much  prevail 'd  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Brt/.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

For.  Brutus  is  wise,  and,  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Br/r  Why,  so  I  do. —  Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Por.  Is  Brutus  sick, —  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humors 
Of  the  dank  morning.''     What,  is  Brutus  sick, — 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night. 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?  No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  some  sick  offense  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of :  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you, —  for  here  have  been 
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Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

BrM.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  yourself 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort  or  limitation, — 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?    Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  ?     If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.   You  are  my  true  and  honorable  wife; 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this  secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman  ;  but  withal 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman  ;  but  withal 
A  woman  well-reputed,^  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex, 
Being  so  father'd  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels ;  I  will  not  disclose  'em  : 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh  :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience. 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods. 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  ! 

{^Knocking  zui'thin. 
Hark,  hark  !  one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  awhile  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart : 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee. 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows  :  — 
Leave  me  with  haste.       \^Exit  Portia?^  —  Luciu.s,  who's 
that  knocks  } 

Re-enter  LUCIUS  wt/h   LiGARIUS. 

Luc.   Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with  you. 
Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of. — 
Boy,  stand  aside.— Caius  Ligarius, —  how! 
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Lfg.  Vouchsafe  good-inorrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O  what  u  time  luive  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius. 
To  wear  a  kerchief !  Would  you  were  not  sick  ! 

Lig:  I  am  not  sick,  if  I5rutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honor. 

Bru.   Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.   By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness  !  Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honorable  loins  ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     W  hat's  to  do  } 

Bru.  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.   But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make  sick? 

Bru.  That  must  we  also.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot ; 

And,  with  a  heart  new-fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what  :  but  it  sufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Brii.  Follow  me,  then.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  II.    The  same.  A  hall  in  Cesar's  palace. 

Thunder  and  lightning.  Enter  C^SAR,  in  his  night- 
gown. 

Cces.  Nor  heaven  nor  earth  have  been  at  peace  to-night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
**  Help,  ho  !  they  murder  Cassar  !  "  —  Who's  within  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord  ? 

CcBS.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice. 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 

Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  \Exit. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Caesar.''  think  you  to  w-alk  forth? 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 
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CcEs.  CiEsar  shall  forth  :  the  things  that  threatenVl  me 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back  ;    vvlien  they  shall  see 
The  face  of  Csesar,  they  are  vanished. 

Cal.  Cassar,  I   never  stood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead ; 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fought  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  squadrons  and  right  form  of  war. 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol  ; 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  scjueal  about  the  streets. 
O  Cassar,  these  things  are  beyond  all  use, 
And  I  do  fear  them ! 

Cccs.  What  can  be  avoided 

Whose  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  C^sar  shall  go  forth  ;  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general  as  to  Cassar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen  ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

Cas.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

What  say  the  augurers  ? 

Serz'.   They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Cas.  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice  : 
Caesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Caesar  shall  not :  danger  knows  full  well 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he  : 
We  are  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
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And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible:  — 
And  Caesar  shall  go  forth. 

Ca/.  Alas,  my  lord. 

Your  wisdom  is  consum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day:  call  it  my  fear 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house; 
And  he  shall  say  you  are  not  well  to-day: 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

C^s.   Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humor,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

En/er  DecIUS. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 
•  Dec.  Ccesar,  all  hail  !  good  morrow,  worthy  Csesar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

C(^s.   And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser: 
I  will  not  come  to-day, —  tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Ca/.  Say  he  is  sick. 

Cces.  Shall  Caesar  send  a  lie  ? 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  graybeards  the  truth  } 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty  Csesar,  let  me  know  some  cause, 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cess.  The  cause  is  in  my  will, —  I  will  not  come  ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction. 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know, — 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home: 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statua. 
Which,  like  a  fountain  with  an  hundred  spouts. 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it : 
And  these 

Does  she  apply  for  warnings  and  portents 
Of  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted , 
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It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  so  many  smiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood  ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  cognizance'. 
This  by  Calphurnia's  dream  is  signified. 

Cess.  And  this  way  have  you  well  e.xpounded  it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say : 
And  know  it   now, —  the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  some  one  to  say, 
"  Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
When  Ccesar's  wife  shall  meet  with  better  dreams." 
If  Caesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
"  Lo,  Cassar  is  afraid  "  ? 
Pardon  me,  Cassar;  for  my  dear  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  ; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

C(^s.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calphurnia  ! 
I  am  ashamdd  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go  :  — 

En/er  Publius,  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus,  Casc^ , 

TREBONIUS,  and  CiNNA. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pui.     Good  morrow,  Cassar. 

Cess.  Welcome,  Publius. — 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too  ?  — 
Good  morrow,  Casca. —  Caius  Ligarius, 
Caesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Bru.  Cassar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

CcEs.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See  !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights, 
Is  notwithstanding  up. —  Good  morrow,  Antony. 
Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Csesar. 
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CcFs.  Bid  them  prepare  within  :  — 

I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna  :  —  how,  Metellus  :  —  what,  Trebonius  ! 
I  have  an  hour's  tali<  in  store  for  you  ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day  : 
Be  near  me,  that  1  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Caesar,  1  will :  —  {as/df]  and  so  near  will  I  be. 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  1  had  been  further. 

Cces.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with  me  ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  [aside']  That  ever)'  lii<e  is  not  the  same,  O  Caesar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  !  [Exeunt. 

Scene  111.    The  same.     A  street  7iear  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  paper. 

Art.  "  Ccesar,  beware  of  Brutus  ;  take  heed  of  Cassius  ; 
come  not  near  Casca ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna  ;  trust  not 
Trebonius ;  mark  well  Metellus  Cimber  :  Decius  Brutus 
loves  thee  not :  thou  hast  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.  There 
is  but  one  mind  in  all  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against 
Cassar.  If  thou  beest  not  immortal,  look  about  you  ;  se- 
curity gives  way  to  conspiracy.  The  mighty  gods  defend 
thee!  Thy  lover,  Artemidorus." 

Here  will  I  stand  till  Casar  pass  along, 

And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Cassar,  thou  mayst  live  ; 

If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  [Exit, 

Scene  IV.     The  same.  Another  part  of  the  same  street, 
before  the  house  of  Brutus. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

For.  I  prithee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house  ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  mv  errand,  madam. 

Par.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again. 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shouldst  do  there. — 
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[Aside]  O  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side. 
Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue! 
I  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel !  — 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Lur.  Madam,  what  should  I  do? 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else  ? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothing  else  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well. 
For  he  went  sickly  forth  :  and  take  good  note 
What  Ccesar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por.  Prithee,  listen  well : 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumor,  like  a  fray, 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter   Soothsayer. 

Po}'.  Come  hither,  fellow  :  which  way  hast  thou  been  } 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

Por.  What  is't  o'clock  } 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  Is  Caesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet :  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Cassar,  hast  thou  not.? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady :  if  it  will  please  Ccesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

Por.  Why,  know'st  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 
him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear  may 
chance. 
Good  morrow  to  you. —  Here  the  street  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follows  Cassar  at  the  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  pr?etors,  common  suitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cssar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

Por.  1  must  go  in. —  {Aside]  Ay  me,  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is  !     O  Brutus, 
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The  heavens  speed  thee  in  tliine  enterprise  !  — 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me. —  Brutus  hath  a  suit 
That  Ccesar  will  not  grant. —  O,  I  grow  faint. — 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 
Say  I  am  merry :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

^Exeunt  severally. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.  Rome.  Before  the  Capitol ;  the  Senate  sitting. 

A  croivd  of  people  in  the  street  leading  to  the  Capitol ; 

among   them  Artemidorus   and  the  Soothsayer. 

Flourish.    Enter  C^SAR,  Brutus,  Cassius, 

Casca,  Decius,  Metellus,  Trebonius, 

CiNNA,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Popilius, 

PUBLIUS,  and  others. 

CcBS.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Caesar  ;  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Ceesar !  read  this  schedule. 

Dec.  Trebonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art.  O  Caesar,  read  mine  first ;  for  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Csesar  nearer:  read  it,  great  Cssar. 

CcEs.  What  touches  us  ourself,  shall  be  last  serv'd. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Casar ;  read  it  instantly. 

CcES.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  } 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place, 

Cass.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  street  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

C^SAR  enters  the  Capitol,   the  rest  fol!o7uing.     All  the 
Senators  rise. 

Pop.  I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive. 
Cass.  What  enterprise,  Popilius  } 

Pop.  Fare  you  well.  {^Advances  to  Ccssar. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena  } 
Cass.  He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might  thrive. 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Csesar  :  mark  him. 
Cass.  Casca, 
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Be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?     If  this  be  known, 
Cassias  or  Csesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant : 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purpose ; 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Csesar  doth  not  change. 

Cass.  Trebonius  knows  his  time  ;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[^Exeunt  Antony  and  Trebojiius.  CcEsar  and  the 
Senators  take  their  seats. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?     Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Caesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd  :  press  near  and  second  him. 

Cin.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 

Casca.  Are  we  all  ready .'' 

Cces.  What  is  now  amiss 

That  Cassar  and  his  senate  must  redress  } 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant  Caesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart, —  \Kneeling. 

CcEs.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  couchings  and  these  lowly  courtesies 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men, 
And  turn  pre-ordinance  and  first  decree 
Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Ca;sar  bears  such  rebel  blood 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools  ;  I  mean,  sweet  words. 
Low-crooked  court 'sies,  and  base  spaniel-fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished  : 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Cassar  doth  not  wrong  ;  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Csesar's  ear 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish 'd  brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery^  Caesar; 
Desiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

CcES.  What,  Brutus  ! 
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Cass.  Pardon,  Caesar ;  Cassar,  pardon  : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Ca's.  I  could  be  well  niov'd,  if  1  were  as  you  ; 
If  1  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fix'd  and  restinjr  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  tirmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
They  are  all  tire,  and  every  one  dolh  shine; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place: 
So  in  the  world, — 'tis  furnish'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive; 
Yet  in  the  number  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion  :  and  that  I  am  he. 
Let  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this, — 
That  I  was  constant  Cimber  should  be  banish'd. 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Ctn.  O  Cassar, — 

Cces.  Hence  !  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dec.  Great  Caesar, — 

Css.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  ? 

Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me  ! 

[^Casca  stabs  Casar  in  the  neck.  Ccesar  catches 
hold  of  his  arm.  He  is  then  stabbed  by  several 
other  Conspirators,  and  last  by  Marcus  Brutus. 

Cces.  Et  tu,  Brute  ?  —Then  fall,  Cxsar  ! 

\^Dies.     The  Senators  and  People  retire  in  confusion. 

Cin.  Liberty  !  Freedom  !  Tyranny  is  dead  !  — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cass.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
"  Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement  !  " 

Brt(.  People,  and  senators,  be  not  affrighted  ; 
Fly  npt  ;  stand  still  :  —  ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.   Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 

Ci7t.   Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  Caesar's 
Should  chance  — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing, —  Publius,  good  cheer; 
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There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else  :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cass.  And  leave  us,  Publius  ;  lest  that  the  people. 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so  :  —  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-e7iter  Trebonius. 

Cass.  Where's  Antony  .'' 

Tie.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd  : 

Men,  wives,  and  children  stare,  cry  out,  and  run 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Brii.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleasures:  — 

That  we  shall  die,  we  know  ;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cass.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Ceesar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death.—  Stoop,  Romans,  stoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Ceesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords  : 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place, 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  "  Peace,  freedom,  and  liberty  !  " 

Cass.  Stoop,  then,  and  wash. —  How  many  ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  o'er 
In  states  unborn  and  accents  yet  unknown  ! 

Brii.  How  many  times  shall  Caesar  bleed  in  sport. 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along 
No  worthier  than  the  dust ! 

Cass.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be. 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec.  What,  shall  we  forth  ? 

Cass.  Ay,  every  man  away  : 

Brutus  shall  lead  ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Bru.  Soft !  who  comes  here  ? 

Etiter  a  Servant. 

A  friend  of  Antony's. 

Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
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Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  ; 
And,  being  i)rostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say  •. — 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Caesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving: 
Say  I  love  Brutus,  and  1  honor  him  ; 
Say  I  fear'd  Caesar,  honor'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Ccesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Ceesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bri/.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  shall  be  satisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honor, 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.  \^Exzt. 

Bru.   I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Cass.  I  wish  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony. 

Re-enter  ANTONY. 

Welcome,  Mark  Antony. 
Ant.  O  mighty  Caesar !  dost  thou  lie  so  low  } 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  ?  Fare  thee  well. — 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank: 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Ca?sar's  death's  hour  ;  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 
With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard. 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 
Fulfill  your  ])leasure.      Live  a  thousand  years, 
1  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die  : 
No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 
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As  here  by  Caesar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony,  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands  and  this  our  present  act, 
You  see  we  do  ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not, —  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome  — 
As  tire  drives  out  tire,  so  pity  pity  — 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ctesar.     For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony, 
Our  arms  no  strength  of  malice  ;  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cass.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause. 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Csesar  when  I  struck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you  ;  — 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ;  — 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours  ;  —  now  yours,  Metellus  ; 
Yours,  Cinna; — -and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours;  — 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  all, —  alas,  what  shall  I  say  ? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — • 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Caesar,  O,  'tis  true  : 
If,  then,  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
.Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death. 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 
Most  noble  !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  } 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 
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In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  nir,  Julius  !  —  Here   wast  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart ; 
Here  didst  ihou  fall  ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand. 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  lethe.— 

0  world,  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer,  strucken  by  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie ! 

Cass.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant.  Pardon  me.  Caius  Cassius  : 

The  enemies  of  Cssar  shall  say  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cass.  I  blame  you  not  for  praisino-  Caesar  so ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  } 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  .'* 

An/.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons 
Why  and  wherein  Cassar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Cssar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Afit.  That's  all  I  seek: 

And  am  moreover  suitor  that  1  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cass.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. 

[Asuie  to  Bru.]    You   know  not  what  you   do  :    do  not 

consent 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral  : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 

B?u.  [ast'df  to  Cass.]         By  your  pardon  ;  — 

1  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 

And  show  the  reason  of  our  Cassar's  death  : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission ; 
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And  that  we  are  contented  Ceesar  shall 
Have  all  due  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cass,  \aside  to  Bru.\   J.  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like 
it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  ^-ou  Csesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Cssar ; 
And  say  you  do't  by  our  permission  ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so  ; 

I  do'desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body,  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Antony. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers  ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hands  that  shed  this  costly  blood  ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue, — • 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  minds  of  men  ; 
Domestic  fury  and  fierce  civil  strife 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy ; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar. 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds: 
And  CcBsar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  Ate  by  his  side  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines  with  a  monarch's  voice 
Cry  "  Havoc,"  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not  ? 
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Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Cassar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming; 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  l)y  word  of  mouth  — 
O  Caesar  ! —  {^Seeing  the  body. 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine. 
Begin  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming? 

Serv.  He  Hes  to-night  within   seven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Post  back  with  speed,   and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd  : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet  ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.     Yet,  stay  awhile ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place  :  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men  ; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  vour  hand.  [Exeunt  with  CcEsars  body. 

Scene  II.     The  same.      The  Forum. 
Enter  BRUTUS  and  Cassius,  and  a  throng  of  Citizens. 
Citizens.  We  will  be  satisfied  ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 
Brti.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends. — 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street. 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  'em  stay  here; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

First  Cit.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

Sec.  Cit.  I  will  hear  Cassius  ;    and  compare   their  rea- 
sons. 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

\Exit  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citizens.     Brutus 
goes  into  the  rostrum. 
Third  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended  :  silence ! 
Brtt.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  !  hear  me  for  my  cause  ; 
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and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear :  beHeve  me  for  mine 
honor ;  and  have  respect  to  mine  honor,  that  you  may 
beHeve  :  censure  me  in  your  wisdom  ;  and  awake  your 
senses,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any 
in  this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I 
say,  that  Brutus'  love  to  Cassar  was  no  less  than  his. 
If,  then,  that  friend  demand  why  Brutus  rose  against 
Cassar,  this  is  my  answer, —  Not  that  I  loved  Cassar  less, 
but  that  I  loved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Caesar 
were  living,  and  die  all  slaves,  than  that  Caesar  were 
dead,  to  live  all  free  men  .''  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep 
for  him  ;  as  he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was 
valiant,  I  honor  him  :  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew 
him  :  there  is  tears  for  his  love  ;  joy  for  his  fortune ; 
honor  for  his  valor ;  and  death  for  his  ambition.  Who 
is  here  so  base  that  would  be  a  bondman  .''  If  any,  speak  ; 
for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  rude  that 
would  not  be  a  Roman .''  If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have  I 
offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile  that  will  not  love  his 
country }  If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have  I  offended.  I 
pause  for  a  reply. 

Citizens.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  na 
more  to  Cassar  than  you  shall  do  to  Brutus.  The  ques- 
tion of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol ;  his  glory  not 
extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy  ;  nor  his  offenses  en- 
forced, for  which  he  suffered  death.  Here  comes  his  body> 

Enter  Antony  and  others,  with  CtESAR's  body. 

mourned  by  Mark  Antony :  who,  though  he  had  no 
hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying, 
a  place  in  the  commonwealth  ;  as  which  of  you  shall 
not .''  With  this  I  depart, — that,  as  I  slew  my  best 
lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same  dag- 
ger for  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country  to  need 
my  death. 

Citizefis.   Live,  Brutus  !  live,  live  ! 

First  at.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

Sec.  Cit.  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  be  Caesar. 

Fourth  Cit.  Ca?sar's  better  parts 

Shall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 
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First  at.  We'll  l)ring  him   to   his   house  with  shouts 
and  claiiKjrs. 

Bru.  My  countrymen, 

Sec.  at.  Peace,  silence  !  Brutus  speaks. 

First  at.   Peace,  ho  ! 

Brti.  Good  countrymen,  lei  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Cassar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Cesar's  glory ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  \Exit. 

First  Cit.  Stay,  ho !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair  ; 
We'll  hear  him. —  Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutus'  sake,  I  am  beholding  to  you. 

[Goes  up. 

Fourth  at.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus  } 

Third  Cit.  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake, 

He  finds  himself  beholding  to  us  all. 

Fourth  at.  'Tvvere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus 
here. 

First  Cit.  This  Csesar  was  a  tyrant. 

Third  Cit.  Na)',  that's  certain  : 

We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

Sec.  Cit.  Peace !  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 

Ant.  You  gentle  Romans, — 

Citizens.  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.   Friends,  Romans,    countrymen,    lend    me  your 
ears  ; 
I  come  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you  Czesar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest, — 
For  Brutus  is  an  honorable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honorable  men, — 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me : 
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But  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious  ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honorable  man. 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome,; 

Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 

Did  this  in  Csesar  seem  ambitious  ? 

When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept: 

Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff : 

Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honorable  man. 

You  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 

I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 

Which  he  did  thrice  refuse  :  was  this  ambition  ? 

Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious  ; 

And,  sure,  he  is  an  honorable  man. 

I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once, — not  without  cause  : 

What  cause  withholds  you,  then,  to  mourn  for  him? 

0  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 

And  men  have  lost  their  reason  ! — Bear  with  /ne; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Csesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

First  at.    Methinks  there  is  much  reason  in  his  say- 
ings. 

Sec.  at.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

Third  Cit.  Has  he  not,  masters  1 

1  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

Fourth  at.  Mark'd  ye  his  words  .''  He  would  not  take 
the  crown ; 
Therefore  'tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitious. 

First  at.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 
Sec.  at.  Poor  soul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weep- 
ing. 
Third  Cit.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than 

Antony. 
Fourth  at.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 
Ant.  But  yesterday  the  word  of  Csesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there. 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 
O  masters,  if  I  were  dispos'd  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 
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I  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong. 

Who,  you  all  know,  are  honorable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honorable  men. 

But  here's  a  parchment  with  the  seal  of  Ca?sar, — 

I  found  it  in  his  closet, —  'tis  his  will: 

Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, — 

Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read, — 

And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Ceesar's  wounds. 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood  ; 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 

And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 

Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 

Unto  their  issue. 

Fourth  Cti.    We'll  hear  the   will !    read   it,  Mark  An- 
tony. 

Citizens.  The  will,  the  will  !  we  will  hear  Caesar's  will. 

Ani.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not  read  it ; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Csesar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men  ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad: 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For,  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it  ! 

Fourth  at.  Read  the  will ;  we'll  hear  it,  Antony ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will, —  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient .''  will  you  stay  awhile  ? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it : 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honorable  men 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Cassar;  I  do  fear  it. 

Fourth  at.   They  were  traitors  :  honorable  men  ! 

Citizens.  The  will !  the  testament ! 

Sec.  at.  They  were  villains,  murderers  :  the  will !  read 
the  will. 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me,  then,  to  read  the  will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend.'  and  will  you  give  me  leave? 

Citizens.  Come  down. 

Sec.  at.  Descend. 

Third  Cit.  You  shall  have  leave.  [Antony  comes  down. 
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Fourth  at.  A  ring;  stand  round. 

First  at.  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  the  body. 

Sec.  at.  Room  for  Antony, —  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me;  stand  far'  off. 

Citizens.  Stand  back  ;  room  ;  bear  back. 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Caesar  put  it  on ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent, 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii :  — 
Look,  in  this  place  ran  Cassius'  dagger  through: 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made : 
Through  this  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd; 
And,  as  he  pluck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  follow'd  it, 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Caesar's  angel : 
Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caesar  lov'd  him ! 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all ; 
For  when  the  noble  Csesar  saw  him  stab. 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms, 
Quite  vanquish'd  him  :  then  burst  his  mighty  heart; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caesar  fell. 
O  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down. 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  :  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded  }     Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 

First  at.  O  piteous  spectacle  ! 

Sec.  at.  O  noble  Caesar  ! 

Third  Cit.  O  woful  day  ! 

Fourth  Cit.   O  traitors,  villains  ! 

First  Cit.  O  most  bloody  sight ! 

Sec.  Cit.  We  will  be  revenged. 

Citizens.    Revenge, — about, — seek, — burn, — fire, — kill, 
—slay, — let  not  a  traitor  live  ! 
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Atti.  Stay,  countrymen. 

First  at.  Peace  there !  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

Sec.   Cit.    We'll  hear  him,  we'll  fuUow  him,  we'll  die 
with  him. 

Ant.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honorable;  — 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do't, —  they're  wise  and  honorable, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts: 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him  : 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
To  stir  men's  blood  :  I  only  speak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know  ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor  poor  dumb  mouths, 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  but  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  )our  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Citizens.  We'll  mutiny. 

First  Cit.  We'll  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 

Third  Cit.  Away,  then  !  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen  ;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

Citizens.  Peace,  ho  !    hear  Antony, —  most  noble  An- 
tony. 

Ant.  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what : 
Wherein  hath  Csesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves  .'' 
Alas,  you  know  not,- —  I  must  tell  you,  then  ;  — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

Citizens.  Most  true;  the  will :  —  let's  stay  and  hear  the 
will. 

Ant.   Here  is  the  \\\\\,  and  under  Caesar's  seal  :  — 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  every  several  man.  seventy-five  drachmas. 

Sec.  Cit.  Most    noble     Caesar !  —  we'll     revenge     his 
death. 
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Third  at.  O  royal  Csesar  ! 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 

Citizens.  Peace,  ho ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks. 
His  private  arbors,  and  new-planted  orchards. 
On  this  side  Tiber  ;  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever,—  common  pleasures. 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Caesar!  when  comes  such  another? 

First  at.   Never,  never. —  Come,  away,  away  I 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 
And  with  the  brands  tire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

Sec.  at.  Go  fetch  fire. 

Third  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

Fourth  Cit.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[^Exejint  Citizens  with  the  body. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work  : —  mischief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  fellow  1 

Serv.  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  .'' 

Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Cesar's  house. 

Ant.   And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.   I  heard  'em  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Octavius. 

{Exeunt, 

Scene  HI.     The  same.     A  street. 

Enter  CiNNA  thepoet. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Cassar, 
And  things  unlucky  charge  mv  fantasy  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 
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Enter  Citizens. 

First  at.   What  is  your  name? 

Sec.  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going? 

Third  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

Fourth  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor? 

Sec.  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly. 

First  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

Fourth  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

Third  Cit.  Ay,  and  trul)',  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going? 
Where  do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor? 
Then,  to  answer  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wisely  and 
truly  :  —  wisely  I  say,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

Sec.  Cit.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are  fools  that 
marry  :  —  you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear.  Pro- 
ceed ;  directly. 

Cin.   Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral. 

First  Cit.  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy  ? 

Cin.  As  a  friend. 

Sec.  Cit.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

Fourth  Cit.  For  your  dwelling, —  briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

Third  Cit.   Your  name,  sir,  truly 

Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

First  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces  ;  he's  a  conspirator. 

Cin.   I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

Fourth  Cit.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  \'erses,  tear  him  for 
his  bad  verses. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  conspirator. 

Fourth  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna ;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

Third  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him  !  Come,  brands,  ho  ! 
firebrands  ;  to  Brutus',  to  Cassius' ;  burn  all  :  some  to 
Decius'  house,  and  some  to  Casca's  ;  some  to  Ligarius' : 
away,  go !  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV. 

Scene  I.  Rome.  A  room  1)1  ANTONY'S  house. 
Antony,  Octavius,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a  table. 

Ant.    These  many,   then,  shall  die ;    their   names  are 
prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die;  consent  you,  Lepidus? 

Lep.  I  do  consent, — 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live, 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  shall  not  live  ;  look,  \.'ith  a  spot  I  damn  him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Cesar's  house ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  tccut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at 

The  Capitol.  \^Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man. 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands  :  is  it  fit, 
The  threefold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him  ; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you : 
And  though  we  lay  these  honors  on  this  man. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears, 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will  ; 

But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius ;  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender: 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on, — 
His  corporal  motion  govern'd  by  my  spirit. 
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And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so  ; 

He  must  t)e  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  ;  — 

A  barren-spirited  fellow  ;  one  that  feeds 

On  abject  orts  and  imitalions, 

Which,  out  of  use  and  stal'd  b)  other  men, 

Begin  his  fashion  :  do  not  talk  of  him 

But  as  a  property.     And  now,  Octavius, 

Listen  great  things  :  —  Brutus  and  Cassius 

Are  levying  powers  :  we  must  straight  make  head  : 

Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd, 

Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretch'd  out ; 

And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 

How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclos'd, 

And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so  :  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies  ; 
And  some  that  smile  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mischiefs.  [Exeunt. 

Scene    H.    Be/ore   Brutus'   tent,  in    the    camp  near 
Sardis. 

Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  TitiniuS,  and  Sol- 
diers ;  PiNDARUS  meeting  them  ;    LuCIUS  at  some 
distance. 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  ! 

Lucil.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  stand. 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius!  is  Cassius  near.? 

Lucil.  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

[Pindarus  gives  a  letter  to  Brutus. 

Bru.   He  greets  me  well. —  Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  which 
Things  done,  undone  :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
1  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honor. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. —  A  word,  Lucilius ; 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Lucil.  With  courtesy  and  with  respect  enough ; 
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But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 

Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference, 

As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  describ'd 

A  hot  friend  cooling  :  ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle ; 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur, 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Lticil.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd  ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  with  Cassius. 

{^March  within. 

Bru.  Hark  !  he  is  arriv'd  :  — 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius  atid  Soldiers. 

Cass.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  !     Speak  the  word  along. 

Within.   Stand! 

Within.  Stand  ! 

Within.   Stand  ! 

Cass.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods  !  wrong  I  mine  enemies .-' 
And  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother  } 

Cass.   Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs ; 
And  when  you  do  them  — 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content ; 

Speak  your  griefs  softly, —  I  do  know  you  well  :  — 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here. 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  bid  them  move  away; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cass.  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off, 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lucius,  do  you  the  like  ;  and  let  no  man 
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Come  to  our  tent  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Lucilius  antl  Titinius  guard  the  door.  \Exeu7it. 

Scene  III.    Within  the  tent  of  BRUTUS. 

Enter  BrutuS  and  CaSSIUS. 

Cass.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in  this, — 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians  ; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Brii.  You  wrong'd  yourself  to  write  in  such  a  case, 

Cass.   In  such  a  time  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offense  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  And  let  me  tell  you,  Cassius.  you  yourself 
Are  much  condenm'd  to  have  an  itching  palm; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Cass.  I  an  itching  palm  ! 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speaks  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honors  this  corruption, 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cass.  Chastisement ! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember: 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake  .'' 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice.?     What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes. 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honors 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus  .''  - — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cass.  Brutus,  bay  not  me, — 

I'll  not  endure  it  :   you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  me  in;  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to  ;  you  are  not,  Cassius. 

Cass.   1  am. 
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Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cass.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself ; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.   Away,  slight  man  ! 

Cass.  Is't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

Cass.  O  ye  gods,  ye  gods  !  must  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.   All  this !  ay,  more  :    fret   till    your   proud    heart 
break ; 
Go  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge? 
Must  I  observe  you  }  must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humor.''     By  the  gods, 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen, 
Though  it  do  split  you  ;  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cass.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier  ; 
Let  it  appear  so  ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  for  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  abler  men. 

Cass.  You    wrong    me   every  way ;    you   wrong   ine, 
Brutus ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better: 
Did  I  say  "  better"  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cass.  When  Cassar  liv'd  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd 
me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace  !  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  him. 

Cass.  I  durst  not ! 

Bru.  No. 

Cass.  What,  durst  not  tempt  him  ! 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cass.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love ; 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats  ; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty. 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
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Which  I  respect  not.     I  did  send  to  you 

For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  ;  — 

For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means  : 

By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 

And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 

From  the  hard  hands  of  ])easants  their  vile  trash 

By  any  indirection  ;  —  I  did  send 

To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 

Which  you  denied  me  :  was  that  done  like  Cassius? 

Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 

When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous, 

To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 

Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts. 

Dash  him  to  pieces  ! 

Cass.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Cass.  I  did  not  :  —  he  was  but  a  fool  that  brought 
My  answer  back. —  Brutus  hath  riv'd  my  heart  : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 


But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are, 

Bru.   I  do  not,  till  you  practice  them  on  me. 

Cass.  You  love  me  not. 

Brtt.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cass.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cass.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  a-weary  of  the  w'orld  ; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  bra\'d  by  his  brother ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faultr  observ'd, 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes  .  —  There  is  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  breast ;  within   a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Cresar  :  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov'dst  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheathe  your  dagger  : 
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Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonor  shall  be  humor. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  tire ; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Cass.  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief.and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cass.    Do   you    confess    so    much  ?      Give    me    your 
hand. 

Bru.  And  my  keart  too. 

Cass.  O  Brutus, — 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cass.  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humor  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful .'' 

Bru.  Yes,  Cassius  ;  and,  from  henceforth, 

When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so. 

Poef.  \jvithi!i\   Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals ; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

LuciL  [withiit]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet,  {jsjilhin']  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Voft\.,  foil  owed  by  LuciLlus  rt«^/ TiTlNlUS. 

Cass.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals  !  what  do  you  mean  ."' 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be  ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I'm  sure,  than  ye. 

Cass.  Ha,  ha  !  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhyme  ! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah  ;  saucy  fellow,  hence  ! 

Cass.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus  ;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humor,  when  he  knows  his  time  : 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools  ?  — 
Companion,  hence! 

Cass.  Away,  away,  be  gone  I    \Exit  Poet. 

Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 
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Cass.  And  come  yourselves,    and  bring'  Messala  with 
you 
Immediately  to  us.  \Exeunt  Luciliiis  and  Tttitiius. 

Bru.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine  ! 

Cass.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  so  angr)'. 

Bnt.  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cass.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

B7n.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better  : —  Portia  is  dead. 

Cass.  Ha  !    Portia  ! 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cass.  How  scap'd  I  killing  when   I   cross'd  you  so .''  - 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  !  — 
Upon  what  sickness  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence, 

And  grief  that  young  Octavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong  ;  —  for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came  ;  —  with  this  she  fell  distract, 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 

Cass.  And  died  so  .'* 

Bru.  Even  so. 

Cass.  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Ejiter  Lucius,  with  wine  and  taper. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. —  Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — • 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius.  [Drinks. 

Cass.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge. — ■ 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup  ; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  [Drinks. 
Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius  !                             [Exit  Lucius. 

Re-enter  TITINIUS,  with  Messala. 

Welcome,  good  Messala. — 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cass.  Portia,'  art  thou  gone.? 

Brti.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mes.   Myself  have  letters  of  the  selfsame  tenor. 
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Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mes.  That  by  proscription  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cass.  Cicero  one ! 

Mes.  Cicero  is  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord? 

Bru.  No,  Messala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing-  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.   Why  ask  you  ?  hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell  : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — We    must    die,  Messala  : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Cass.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  } 

Cass.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reason  ? 

Cass.  This  it  is  :  — 

'Tis  better  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
Doing  himself  offense  ;  whilst  we,  lying  still, 
Are  full  of  rest,  defense,  and  nimbleness. 

Bru.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  better. 
The  people  'twi.xt. Philippi  and  this  ground 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution  : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refresh'd,  new-aided,  and  encourag'd; 
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From  which  advantage  sliall  we  cut  him  off, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
These  people  at  our  ijack. 

Cass.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

B}  u.  Under  your  pardon. —  You  must  note  beside. 
That  we  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe: 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day  ; 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  , 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cass.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ; 

We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say.f* 

Cass.  No  more.     Good  night : 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown  !  —  Farewell,  good  Messala:  — 
Good  night,  Titinius  :  —  noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cass.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night  : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls  ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cass,  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.,  Mes.     Good  night.  Lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

\^Exeunf  Cassius,  Titinius,  and  Messala. 

Re-enter  LuciUS,  with  the  gown. 

Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument  ? 
Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 
Bru.  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsily? 
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Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudius  and  some  other  of  my  men  ; 
I'll  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 
Luc.  Varro  and  Claudius  ! 

Enter  VarRO  a7id  CLAUDIUS. 

Var.  Calls  my  lord  .'' 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep 
It  may  be  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please   you,  we  will  stand    and  watch  your 
pleasure. 

Rrii.  I  will  not  have  it  so :  lie  down,  good  sirs  ; 
It  may  be  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. — 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so  ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

[  Varro  a  fid  Claudius  lie  down. 

Luc.  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 

Luc.   Ay,  my  lord,  an't  please  you. 

Brii.  It  does,  my  boy: 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Lite.  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru.  I  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might; 
I  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.   It  was  well  done;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long  :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee. 

\^Music,  and  a  song,  towards  the  end  of  which 
Lucius  falls  asleep. 
This  is  a  sleepy  tune  :  —  O  murderous  slumber, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  music  ? —  Gentle  knave,  good  night ; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee  : 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee  ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night.- — 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see  ;  —  is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading.?     Here  it  is,  I  think. 
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Enter  the  Ghost  of  CAESAR, 

How  ill  this  taper  burns  !  —  Ha  !  who  comes  here? 
I  think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me. —  Art  thou  any  thing? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil, 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare? 
Speak  to  me  what  thou  art. 

Ghost.  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'st  thou  ? 

Ghost.  To  tell  thee  thou  shalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well; 
Then  I  shall  see  thee  again  ? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

B?-u.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi,  then.  [Exit  Ghost. 
Now  I  have  taken  heart  thou  vanishes! : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy,  Lucius  !  —  Varro  !  Claudius  !  —Sirs,  awake !  — 
Claudius ! 

Ltic.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

Bru.  He  thinks  he  still  is  at  his  instrument. — 
Lucius,  awake  ! 

Luc.  My  lord  ? 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  criedst 
out? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didst  :  didst  thou  see  any  thing? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord.  .  .  \ 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. —  Sirrah  Claudius!  — 
[TV  Var.]  Fellow  thou,  awake! 
Var.  My  lord  ? 

Clau.  My  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  en,-  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep? 
Var.,  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay  :  saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Var.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Ctaii.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius  ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before. 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.,  Clau.         It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.        {Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  I.    The  plains   of  Philippi. 

Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered  : 
You  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  : 
It  proves  not  so  ;  their  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it  :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage ; 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals  : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show  ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I  ;  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  } 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you  ;  but  I  will  do  so.         \March, 

Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Army;  Lu- 
CILIUS,  TiTINIUS,   y\.Y.'S>'s,X\.K,  and  others. 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cass.  Stand  fast,  Titinius  :  we  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  } 

Ant.  No.  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth  ;  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct.   Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows  :  —  is  it  so,  countrymen  ? 

Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  words  ; 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart, 
Crying,  "  Long  live  !  hail,  Caesar  !  " 
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Cass.  Antony, 

The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 

Afi/.  Not  stingless  too. 

Jb'rii.   O,  yes,  and  soundless  too  ; 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  wisely  threat  before  you  sting. 

An/.  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar  : 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds. 
And  bovv'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet ; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind 
Struck  Caesar  on  the  neck.     O  flatterers  ! 

Cuss.  Flatterers!  —  Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day, 
If  Cassius  might  have  rul'd. 

Ocf.  Come,  come,  the  cause  :  if  arguing  make  us  sweat. 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look, — 

1  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators  ; 
When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again?  — 
Never,  till  Caesar's  three-and-thirty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  ;  or  till  another  Caesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Caesar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors'  hands. 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oc/.  So  I  hope  ; 

I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Brii.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain. 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honorable. 

Cass.  A  peevisii  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such  honor, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveler  ! 

Afi/.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oc/.  Come,  Antony;  away!  — 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field  ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

{Exeunt  Or/az'/us.  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Cass.  Why,  now,   blow  wind,  swell  billow,  and  swim 
bark! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 
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Bru.   Ho, 
Lucilius  !  hark  ;  a  word  with  you. 

Lucil.  My  Lord  ? 

{^Brutus  and  Lucilius  co7iverse  apart 

Cass,  Messala, — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cass.  Messala, 

This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala : 
Be  thou  my  witness  that,  against  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong. 
And  his  opinion  :  now  I  change  my  mind. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell  ;  and  there  they  perch'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands  ; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us : 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone ; 
And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey :  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Afes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cass.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.    Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cass.  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 
The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly,  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age ! 
But,  since  th'  affairs  of  men  rest  still  incertain, 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  are  you,  then,  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself :  —  I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
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P'or  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  :  —  arming  myself  with  patience 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cass.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle. 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome? 

Brii.  No,  Cassius,  no  :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take  :  — 
Forever,  and  forever,  farewell,  Cassius  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile; 
If  not,  why,  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cass.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  smile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why,    then,    lead   on. — O,   that   a   man   might 
know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business  ere  it  come  ! 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. —  Come,  ho  !   away! 

{Exeunt. 

Scene  II.    The  same.      The  field  of  battle. 

Alarums.     Enter  Brutus  and  MESS  ALA. 

Brt(.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side  : 
Let  them  set  on  at  once  ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  Octavius'  wing. 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala  :  let  them  all  come  down.      [Exeunt, 

Scene  III.    The  same.    Attotker  part  of  the  field. 

Alarums.    Enter  CaSSWS  ««<-/ Titinius. 

Cass.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy  : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back  ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 
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Tit.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early ; 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly :  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil, 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  inclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  : 
Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far'  off. 

Cass.  This  hill  is  far  enough.^  Look,  look,  Titinius; 
Are  those  my  tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cass.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me, 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops. 
And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  rest  assur'd 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  agai-.,  even  with  a  thought.    {Exit. 

Cass.  Go,  Pindaru;  ,  get  higher  on  that  hill  ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 

[Pindart{s goes  up. 
This  day  I  breathed  first  :  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  I  end  ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass. —  Sirrah,  what  news? 

Pin.  [above]  O  my  lord  ! 

Cass.   What  news  } 

Pin   [adoz'e]  Titinius  is  inclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur ;  — 
Yet  he  spurs  on. —  Now  they  are  almost  on  him ;  — 
Now,  Titinius  !  — 
Now  some  light  :  O,  he  lights  too  :  he's  ta'en  ;  [SAout] 

and,  hark  ! 
They  shout  for  joy. 

Cass.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 

O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face ! 

Pindarus  descends. 

Come  hither,  sirrah  : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner  ; 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life, 
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That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 

Thou  sliouldst  attempt  it.     Come  now,  i<eep  thine  oath; 

Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  tliis  good  sword, 

That  ran  through  Cssar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 

Stand  not  to  answer,  here,  take  thou  tiie  hilts; 

And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 

Guide  thou  the  sword. —  Ca;sar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  {Dies. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free  ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been, 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassius  ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  \Exit. 

Re-enter  TiTlNlUS  with  Messala. 

Mes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes .  Where  did  you  leave  him  } 

Tit.  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindarus  his  bondsman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart  I 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more. —  O  setting  sun. 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to  night. 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set, — 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set  !  Our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done ! 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
O  hateful  Error,  Melancholy's  child , 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  }  O  Error,  soon  conceiv'd. 
Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth. 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee! 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus!  where  art  thou,  Pindarus? 

Mes.  Seek  him,  Titinius,  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  :  I  may  say,  thrusting  it ; 
For  piercing  steel,  and  darts  envenomed, 
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Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit.  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.      \Exit  Messala. 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  }  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 
And    bid    me  give    it  thee  .''  Didst    thou  not   hear   their 

shouts  ? 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstru'd  every  thing! 
But,  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding. —  Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods  :  —  this  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  tindTitinius'  heart.         {Dies. 

Alarums.     Re-enter   MESSALA,  with    BRUTUS,  young 
Cato,  Strato,   Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 

Mes,  Lo,  yonder  ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  slain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alarums, 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius  ! 

Look,  wher  he  have  not  crown 'd  dead  Cassius  ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these?  — 
Thou  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome 

Should  breed  thy  fellow. —  Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body ; 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. —  Lucilius,  come;  — 
And  come,  young  Cato  ; —  let  us  to  the  field. — • 
Labeo  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on  :  — 
'Tis  three  o'clock  ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.      The  same.  A)iotJier  part  of  the  field. 

Alarums.       Enter ,  fighting,  Soldiers    of  both    artnies  ; 
then  V>K\}TVS, yotaig  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  others. 

Brii.   Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  vip  your  heads! 

Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?  Who  will  go  with  me? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  :  — 
1  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  !     \Charges  the  enemy. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend  ;  know  me  for  Brutus  ! 

[Exit,  charging  the  enemy.      Voting  Cato  it 
overpowered,  and  falls. 

Lucil.  O  young  and  noble  Cato.  art  thou  down? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius  ; 
And'  mayst  be  honor'd,  being  Cato's  son. 

First  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 

Lucil.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight ; 

[Offering  money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honor'd  in  his  death. 

First  Sold.  We  must  not. —  A  noble  prisoner! 

Sec.  Sold.  Room,  ho  I     Tell   Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

First  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news  :  —  here  comes  the  gen- 
eral. 

Enter  ANTONY. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord, 

A7it.  Where  is  he  } 

Lucil.  Safe.  Antony  ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough  : 
I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend  ;  but,  1  assure  you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  safe. 
Give  him  all  kindness  :    I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends  than  enemies.     Go  on, 
And  see  wh^r  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead  ; 
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And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent 

How  L'very  thing  is  chanc'd.  [^Exeunt. 

Scene  V.      The  same.    Anotlier  part  of  the  field. 

Enter  Brutus,   Dardanius,   Clitus,    Strato,  and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Brn.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 

Cli.  StatiHus  show'd  the  torch-Hght ;  but,  my  lord, 
He  came  not  back  ;  he  is  or  ta'en  or  slain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  :  slaying  is  the  word; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus. 

[  Whispers  him. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord .''  No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru.  Peace,  then,  no  words. 

Cli.  I'll  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius.  [  Whispers  him. 

Dar.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed  ? 

Cli.  O  Dardanius! 

Dar.  O  Clitus ! 

Cli.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus.     Look,  he  meditates. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Brit.   Come  hither,  good  Volumnius  ;  list  a  word. 

Vol.  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius; 

The  ghost  of  Csesar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night,  —  at  Sardis  once, 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields : 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :  \^Low  alarums 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves, 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know'st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together : 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prithee, 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  whilst  I  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarums  still. 
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Cli.  Fly,  Hy,  my  lord;  thne  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Brjt.    Farewell  to  you  ;  —  and  you  ;  —  and  you,    Vo- 
lumnius. — 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato. —  Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day. 
More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 
So,  fare  you  well  at  once ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes  ;  my  bones  would  rest, 
That  have  but  labor'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

\AIarii})is.     Cry  within,  "  Fly,  fly,  fly  j " 

C/i.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Bn^.  Hence  !  I  will  follow. 

[E.vfuft/  Clitics,  Dardanius,  and  Vohtmntus. 
I  prithee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honor  in  it : 
Hold,  then,  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato.'' 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first  :  fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Bju.  Farewell,  good  Strato. —  Csesar,  now  be  still  : 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[//<?  runs  on  his  sword,  and  dies. 

Alarums.    Retreat.    Enter    OCTAVIUS,  ANTONY,  Mes- 
SALA,  LuciLlus,  rtz/c/ Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that.? 

Mes.  My  master's  man. —  Strato,  where  is  thy  master? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala : 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honor  by  his  death. 

Lucil.    So    Brutus   should    be   found, —  I    thank   thee, 
Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  serv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. — 
Fellow,  wnlt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.   Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 
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Oct.  Do  so,  good  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  m.aster. 

Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Rom.an  of  them  all : 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he. 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Cssar ; 
He  only,  in  a  general-honest  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  "This  was  a  man  !" 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him, 
With  all  respect  and  rights  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie. 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honorably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  \Extunt. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONiE, 


ViNCENTio,  duke  of  Vienna. 
Angelo,    the    deputy    in    the 

Duke's  absence. 
EscALUS,   joined  with  Angelo 

in  the  government. 
Claudio. 
Lucio. 

Two  other  Gentlemen. 
Provost. 
Thomas,  ) 
Peter,     ) 
A  Justice. 
Varrius. 


friars. 


Elbow,  a  constable. 

Froth.' 

Pompey,    servant   to   Mistress 

Overdone. 
Abhorson,  an  executioner. 
Barnardine,  a  prisoner. 

Isabella,  sister  to  Claudio. 
Mariana,   betrothed   to    An- 
gelo. 
Juliet,  beloved  of  Claudio. 
Francisca,  a  nun. 
Mistress  Overdone,  a  bawd. 


Lords,  Officers,  Citizens,  Boy,  and  Attendants. 

Scene  —  Vienna. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     An  apartment  in  the  Duke's  palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Escalus,  aftd  Attendants. 

Duke.  Escalus, — 

Escal.  My  lord  ? 

Dtike.  Of  government  the  properties  t'  unfold, 
Would  seem  in  me  t'  affect  speech  and  discourse ; 
Since  I  am  put  to  know  that  your  own  science 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lists  of  all  advice 
My  strength  can  give  you  :  then  no  more  remains 
But  that  to  your  sufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
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And  let  them  work.     The  nature  of  our  people. 

Our  city's  institutions,  and  the  terms 

For  common  justice,  you're  as  pregnant  in 

As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 

That  we  remember.     There  is  our  commission, 

{Giving  it. 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp. —  Call  hither, 
I  say,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo.     \Exit  an  Attendant, 
What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear.'' 
For  you  must  know,  we  have  with  special  soul 
Elected  him  our  absence  to  supply  ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dress'd  him  with  our  love, 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power  :  what  think  you  of  it  ? 

Escal.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  such  ample  grace  and  honor. 
It  is  Lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Duke.  Angelo, 

There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life, 
That  to  th'  observer  doth  thy  history 
Fully  unfold.     Thyself  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  so  proper,  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  virtues,  they  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  do, 
Not  light  them  for  themselves  ;  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.      Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd 
But  to  fine  issues  ;  nor  Nature  never  lends 
The  smallest  scruple  of  her  excellence 
F^ut,  like  a  thrifty  goddess,  she  determines 
Herself  the  glory  of  a  creditor. 
Both  thanks  and  use.     But  I  do  bend  my  speech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertise  ; 
Hold,  therefore,  Angelo  : —  {Tendering his  commission. 
In  our  remove  be  thou  at  full  ourself ; 
Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 
Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  old  Escalus, 
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Though  first  in  (luestion,  is  tliy  secondary:  — 

Take    hy  commission.  [Giving  it. 

Aug.  Now,  good  my  lord, 

Let  there  be  some  more  test  made  of  my  metal. 
Before  so  noble  and  so  great  a  figure 
Be  stamp'd  upon't. 

Duke.  No  more  e\asion  :  we 

Have  with  a  leaven 'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  ;  therefore  take  your  honors. 
Our  haste  from  hence  is  of  so  quick  condition, 
That  it  prefers  itself,  and  leaves  unqucstion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.     We  shall  write  to  you, 
As  time  and  our  concernings  shall  importune. 
How  it  goes  with  us  ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.      So,  fare  you  well: 
To  th'  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commissions. 

Ang.  Yet,  gi\e  Iea\e,  my  lord. 

That  we  may  bring  you  something  on  the  way. 

Diclce.  My  haste  may  not  admit  it  ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  honor,  have  to  do 
With  any  scruple  :  your  scope  is  as  mine  own. 
So  to  enforce  or  qualify  the  laws 
As  to  your  soul  seems  good.     Give  me  your  hand  : 
I'll  privily  away.     I  love  the  people. 
But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  their  eyes  ; 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 
Their  loud  applause  and  aves  vehement ; 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  safe  discretion 
That  does  affect  it.     Once  more,  fare  you  well. 

Attg.  The  heavens  give  safety  to  your  purposes  !  — 

Escal.  Lead  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  happiness  ! 

Duke.  I  thank  you.     Fare  you  well.  \Kxit. 

Escal.  I  shall  desire  you,  sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  speech  with  you  ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place  : 
A  power  I  have,  but  of  what  strength  and  nature 
I  am  not  yet  instructed. 

Ang.  'Tis  so  with  me.     Let  us  withdraw  together, 
And  we  may  soon  our  satisfaction  have 
Touching  that  point. 

Escal.  I'll  wait  upon  your  honor.  [Exeun/, 
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Scene  II.    A  street. 
Enter  LuciO  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Lucio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  other  dukes,  come  not  to 
composition  with  the  King- of  Hungary,  why,  then,  all  the 
dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

First  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the 
King  of  Hungary's! 

Sec.  Gent.  Amen. 

Lucio.  Thou  concludest  like  the  sanctimonious  pirate 
that  went  to  sea  with  the  Ten  Commandments,  but 
scraped  one  out  of  the  table. 

Sec.  Gent.  "  Thou  shalt  not  steal  "} 

Lucio.  Ay,  that  he  razed. 

First  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  command 
the  captain  and  all  the  rest  from  their  functions  :  they  put 
forth  to  steal.  There's  not  a  soldier  of  us  all,  that,  in  the 
thanksgiving  before  meat,  doth  relish  the  petition  well 
that  prays  for  peace. 

Sec.  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  soldier  dislike  it. 

Lucio.  I  believe  thee  ;  for  I  think  thou  never  wast  where 
grace  was  said. 

Sec.  Gent.  No  }  a  dozen  times  at  least. 

First  Gent.  What,  in  meter  .'' 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion  or  in  any  language. 

First  Gent.  I  think,  or  in  any  religion. 

Lucio.  Ay,  why  not }  Grace  is  grace,  despite  of  all  con- 
troversy :  as,  for  example, —  thou  thyself  art  a  wicked  vil- 
lain, despite  of  all  grace. 

First  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  shears  be- 
tween us. 

Lucio.  I  grant  ;  as  there  may  between  the  list  and  the 
velvet.     Thou  art  the  list. 

First  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet  :  thou  art  good  velvet ; 
thou'rt  a  three-piled  piece,  I  warrant  thee  :  I  had  as  lief 
be  a  list  of  an  English  kersey,  as  be  piled,  as  thou  art 
piled,  for  a  French  velvet.     Do  I  speak  feelingly  now? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  dost  ;  and,  indeed,  with  most  pain- 
ful feeling  of  thy  speech,  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  confes- 
sion, learn  to  begin  thy  health  ;  but,  whilst  I  live,  forget 
to  drink  after  thee. 
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First  Gent.  I  think  I  have  done  myself  wrong,  have  I 
not  ? 

Sec.  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  hast,  wliethertliou  art  tainted 
or  free. 

Litcio.  Behold,  behold,  where  Madam  Mitigation  comes  ! 

First  Gent.  I  have  purchased  as  many  diseases  under 
her  roof  as  come  to  — 

Sec.  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 

First  Gent.  Judge. 

Sec,  Gent.  To  three  thousand  dolors  a  year. 

First  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lucio.   A  French  crown  more. 

First  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  diseases  in  me; 
but  thou  art  full  of  error, —  I  am  sound. 

Litcio.  Nay,  not  as  one  would  say,  healthy  ;  but  so 
sound  as  things  that  are  hollow  :  thy  bones  are  hollow  ; 
impiety  has  made  a  feast  of  thee. 

Enter  MiSTRES-s  Overdone. 

First  Gent.  How  now  !  which  of  )our  hips  has  the  most 
profound  sciatica  .'' 

Mrs.  Ov.  Well,  well ;  there's  one  yonder  arrested  and 
carried  to  prison  was  worth  five  thousand  of  you  all. 

Sec.  Gent.   Who's  that,  1  pray  thee  ? 

Mrs.  Ot.  Marry,  sir,  that's  Claudio,  Signior  Claudio. 

First  Gent.  Claudio  to  prison  !  'tis  not  so. 

Mrs.  Ov.  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  so  :  I  saw  him  arrested  ; 
saw  him  carried  away ;  and,  which  is  more,  within  these 
three  days  his  head's  to  be  chopped  off. 

Lucio.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  it  so. 
Art  thou  sure  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Oi'.  I  am  too  sure  of  it  :  and  it  is  for  getting 
Madam  Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be  :  he  promised  to  meet 
me  two  hours  since,  and  he  was  e\er  precise  in  promise- 
keeping. 

Sec.  Gent.  Besides,  you  know,  it  draws  something  near 
to  the  speech  we  had  to  such  a  purpose. 

First  Gent.  But,  most  of  all,  agreeing  with  the  procla- 
mation. 

Lucio.  Away  I  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it. 

{Exeunt  Lucio  and  Gentlemen, 
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Mrs.  Ov.  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the 
sweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  po\  erty,  1 
am  custom-shrunk. 

Enter  Pompey. 

How  now  !  what's  the  news  with  you? 

Pom.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prison. 

Mrs.  Ov.  Well ;  what  has  he  done  } 

Pom.  A  woman. 

Mrs.  Ov.  But  what's  his  offense  } 

Pom.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Mrs.  Ov.  What,  is  there  a  maid  with  child  by  him  ? 

Pom.  No,  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him.  You 
have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have  you? 

Mrs.  Ov.  What  proclamation,  man  ? 

Po)n.  All  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  Vienna  must  be 
plucked  down. 

Mrs.  Ov.  And  what  shall  become  of  those  in  the  city? 

Pon.  They  shall  stand  for  seed  :  they  had  gone  down 
too,  but  that  a  wise  l)urgher  put  in  for  them. 

Mrs.  Ov.  But  shall  all  our  houses  of  resort  in  the  sub- 
urbs be  pulled  down  ? 

PoJH.  To  the  ground,  mistress. 

Mrs.  Ov.  Why,  here's  a  change  indeed  in  the  common- 
wealth !     What  shall  become  of  me  ? 

Pom.  Come  ;  fear  not  you  :  good  counselors  lack  no 
clients  :  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need  not 
change  your  trade  ;  I'll  be  your  tapster  still.  Courage! 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you  :  you  that  have  worn  your 
eyes  almost  out  in  the  service,  you  will  be  considered. 

Mrs.  Ov.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapster?  let's 
withdraw. 

Pom.  Here  comes  Signior  Claudio,  led  by  the  provost 
to  prison;  and  there's  Madam  Juliet.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Provost,  Claudio,  Juliet,  <?//^/ Officers. 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  dost  thou  show  me  thus  to  the 
world  ?     Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov.    I  do  it  not  in  evil  disposition. 
But  from  Lord  Angelo  by  special  charge. 

Claud.   Thus  can  the  demigod  Authority 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offense  by  weight. — 
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The  sword  of  heaven, —  on  whom  it  will,  it  will; 
Un  whom  it  will  not,  so  ;  yet  'tis  just  still. 

Re-enter  Lucio  and  iivo  Gentlemen. 

Lucio.  Why,  how    now,  Claudio  !  whence   comes   this 
restraint  ? 

Claud.  Yxom.  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty: 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast. 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use 
Turns  to  restraint.     Our  natures  do  pursue, 
Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane, 
A  thirsty  evil  ;  and  when  we  drink  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  si).eak  so  wisely  under  an  arrest,  I 
would  send  for  certain  of  my  creditors  :  and  yet,  to  sav 
the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of  freedom  as 
the  morality  of  imprisonment. —  What's  thy  offense, 
Claudio  } 

Claud.  What  but  to  speak  of  would  offend  again. 

Lucio.  What,  is't  murder.'' 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery  ? 

Claud.  Call  it  so. 

Prov.  Away,  sir  !  you  must  go. 

Claud.  One  word,  good  friend. —  Lucio,  a  word  with 
you.  [  Takes  him  aside. 

Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  they'll  do  you  any  good. — 
Is  lechery  so  look'd  after  } 

Claud.  Thus  stands  it  with  me  : —  upon  a  true  contract 
I  got  possession  of  Julietta's  bed  : 
You  know  the  lady  ;  she  is  fast  my  wife, 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order :  this  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends  ; 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances 
The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment 
With  character  too  gross  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lucio    With  child,  perhaps.? 

Claud.  Lhihappily,  even  so. 

And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpse  of  newness, 
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Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be 

A  horse  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride, 

Who,  newly  in  the  seat,  that  it  may  know 

He  can  command,  lets  it  straight  feel  the  spur; 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place. 

Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 

I  stagger  in  :  —  but  this  new  governor 

Awakes  me  all  th'  enrolled  penalties 

Which  have,  like  unscour'd  armor,  hung  by  the  wall 

So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacs  have  gone  round. 

And  none  of  them  been  worn  ;  and,  for  a  name, 

Now  puts  the  drowsy  and  neglected  act 

Freshly  on  me  :  —  'tis  surely  for  a  name. 

Lucia.  I  warrant  it  is  :  and  thy  head  stands  so  tickle 
on  thy  shoulders,  that  a  milkmaid,  if  she  be  in  love,  may 
sigh  it  off.     Send  after  the  duke,  and  appeal  to  him, 

Claud.    I  have  done  so,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  prithee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  service  :  — 
This  day  my  sister  should  the  cloister  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation  : 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  state  ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  she  make  friends 
To  the  strict  deputy ;  bid  herself  assay  him  : 
I  have  great  hope  in  that  ;  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect, 
Such  as  moves  men ;  beside,  she  I'vath  prosperous  art 
When  she  will  play  with  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray  she  may ;  as  well  for  the  encouragement 
of  the  like,  which  else  would  stand  under  grievous  im- 
position, as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life,  who  I  would  be 
sorry  should  be  thus  foolishly  lost  at  a  game  of  tick-tack, 
I'll  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Within  two  hours — ■ 

Claud,  Come,  ofTicer,  away  !  \Exeuni. 

Scene  III.  A  monastery. 
Enter  Duke  aud  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No,  holy  father  ;  throw  away  that  thought ; 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
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Can  pit  Tce  ;i  conipU-tt'  bosom.     Why  I  dfsire  thee 
To  give  me  secret  luubor,  liatli  a  purpose 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  tlian  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youtli. 

/•>•/.  7".  May  your  grace  speak  of  it  ? 

Ditkf.  My  holy  sir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  reniov'd  ; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  assemblies, 
Where  youth,  and  cost,  and  witless  bravery  keep. 
I  have  deliver'd  to  Lord  Angelo  — 
A  man  of  stricture  and  firm  abstinence  — 
My  absolute  ])ower  and  place  here  in  \'ienna, 
And  he  supposes  me  travel'd  to  Poland  ; 
p"or  so  I've  strew'd  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  so  it  is  receiv'd.     Now,  pious  sir. 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Frl.  /'.  (iladly,  my  lord. 

Duke.  We  have  strict  statutes  and  most  biting  laws, — 
The  needful  bits  and  curbs  to  headstrong  steeds, — 
Which  for  this  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep  ; 
Even  like  an  o'ergrown  lion  in  a  cave. 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey.     Now,  as  fond  fathers, 
Having  bound  up  the  threatening  twigs  of  birch. 
Only  to  stick  it  in  their  children's  sight 
For  terror,  not  to  use,  in  time  the  rod 
Becomes  more  mock'd  than  fear'd ;  so  our  decrees. 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead  ; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurse,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  T.  It  rested  in  your  grace 

T'  unloose  this  tied-up  justice  when  you  pleas'd: 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  seem'd 
Than  in  Lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful  : 

S.th  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  scope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  strike  and  gall  them 
For  what  I  bicl  them  do :  for  we  bid  this  be  done, 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permissive  pass, 
And  not  their  punishment.     Therefore,  indeed,  my  father, 
I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  office  ; 
Who  may,  in  th'  ambush  of  my  name,  strike  home, 
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And  yet  my  nature  never  in  the  sight, 

To  do  it  slander.     And  to  behold  his  sway, 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 

Visit  both  prince  and  people  :  therefore,  I  prithee, 

Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  instruct  me 

How  I  may  formally  in  person  bear  me 

Like  a  true  friar.     More  reasons  for  this  action 

At  our  more  leisure  shall  I  render  you  ; 

Only,  this  one  :  —  Lord  Angelo  is  precise  ; 

Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy ;  scarce  confesses 

That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 

Is  more  to  bread  than  stone  :  hence  shall  we  see, 

If  power  change  purpose,  what  our  seemers  be.    \^Exeunt, 

Scene  IV.    A  mmnery. 
Enter  Isabella  (?«(^/ Francisca, 

Jsab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  further  privileges? 

Fran.  Are  not  these  large  enough  ? 

Isab.   Yes,  truly  :  I  speak  not  as  desiring  more ; 
But  rather  wishing  a  more  strict  restraint 
Upon  the  sisterhood,  votarists  of  Saint  Clare. 

Lncto.   [luiikin]   Ho  !  Peace  be  in  this  place  ! 

Isab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man's  voice.     Gentle  Isabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  business  of  him ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unsworn. 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  must  not  speak  with  men 
But  in  the  presence  of  the  prioress  : 
Then,  if  you  speak,  you  must  not  show  your  face  ; 
Or,  if  you  show  your  face,  you  must  not  speak. 
He  calls  again  ;  I  pray  you,  answer  him.  [Exit. 

Isab.  Peace  and  prosperity  !  Who  is't  that  calls.'' 
Filter  LUCIO. 

Luci'o.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be, —  as  those  cheek-roses 
Proclaim  you  are  no  less  !  Can  you  so  stead  me 
As  bring  me  to  the  sight  of  Isabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  sister 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  } 

Isab.  Why  "  her  unhappy  brother  "  ?  let  me  ask  ; 
The  rather,  for  I  now  must  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Isabella  and  his  sister. 
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Lucio,  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets  you  : 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prison. 

Isab.  Woe  me  !  for  what  ? 

Lticio.   For  that  which,  if  myself  miglu  t)e  his  judge. 
He  should  receive  his  punishment  in  thanks  ; 
He  hath  got  his  friend  wilii  child. 

Isab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  scorn. 

Liccio.  'Tis  true. 
I  would  not  —  though  'tis  my  familiar  sin 
With  maids  to  seem  the  lapwing,  and  to  jest. 
Tongue  far  from  heart  —  play  with  all  virgins  so  : 
1  hold  you  as  a  thing  ensky'd  and  sainted  ; 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  spirit  ; 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  sincerity, 
As  with  a  saint. 

Isab.  You  do  blaspheme  the  good  in  mocking  me. 

Lticio.  Do    not    believe    it.      Fewness   and    truth,    'tis 
thus : — 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embrac'd  : 
As  those  that  feed  grow  full  ;  as  blossoming-time, 
That  from  the  seedness  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foison  ;  even  so  her  plenteous  womb 
Expresseth  his  full  tilth  and  husbandry. 

Isab.  Some    one    with    child    by    him.'' — My    cousin 
Juliet  } 

Lucio.  Is  she  your  cousin  ? 

Isab.  Adoptedly ;  as  school-maids  change  their  names 
By  vain,  though  apt,  affection. 

Lticio.  She  it  is. 

Isab.  O,  let  him  marry  her. 

Lticio.  This  is  the  point. 

The  duke  is  very  strangely  gone  from  hence  ; 
Rore  many  gentlemen,  myself  being  one, 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action  ;  but  we  do  learn 
By  those  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  state. 
His  givings-out  were  of  an  infinite  distance 
F''"'n  his  true-meant  design.     Upon  his  piac;, 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority, 
Governs  Lord  Angelo  ;  a  man  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow-broth  ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense, 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
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With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 
He  —  to  give  fear  to  use  and  hberty. 
Which  have  for  long  run  by  the  hideous  law. 
As  mice  by  Hons  —  hath  pick'd  out  an  act, 
Under  whose  heavy  sense  your  brother's  life 
Falls  into  forfeit:  he  arrests  him  on  it  ; 
And  follows  close  the  rigor  of  the  statute, 
To  make  him  an  example.     All  hope's  gone. 
Unless  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  soften  Angelo  :  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  business  'twixt  you  and  your  poor  brother. 

/sai.  Doth  he  so  seek  his  life  ? 

Lucio.  'Has  censur'd  him 

Already  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provost  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Isab.   Alas,  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ! 

Lucio.  Assay  the  power  you  have. 

Isab.   My  power !  Alas,  I  doubt, — 

Lucio.  Our  doubts  are  traitors. 

And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win 
By  fearing  to  attempt.     Go  to  Lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  sue. 
Men  give  like  gods ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel. 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs 
As  they  themselves  would  owe  them. 

Isab.  I'll  see  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  But  speedily. 

Isab.  I  will  about  it  straight  ; 
No  longer  staying  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affair.     I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  :  soon  at  night 
I'll  send  him  certain  word  of  my  success. 

Lucio.  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Isab.  Good  sir,  adi«u.  \Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I.  A  hall  in  Angelo's  house. 

Enter    Anoelo,    Escalus,    and  a   Justice  ;    Provost, 
Officers,  and  others  attending. 

Ang.  We  must  not  make  a  scarecrow  of  the  law, 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 
Their  perch,  rmd  not  their  terror. 

Escal.  Ay,  but  yet 

Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little. 
Than  fall,  and  bruise  to  death.     Alas,  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  save,  hafi  a  most  noble  father ! 
Let  but  your  honor  know,-- 
Whom  1  believe  to  be  most  strait  in  virtue, — 
That,  in  the  working  of  your  own  affections, 
Had  time  coher'd  with  place,  or  place  with  wishing, 
Or  that  the  resolute  acting  of  your  blood 
Could  have  attain'd  th'  effect  of  your  own  purpose. 
Whether  you  had  not  sometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  censure  him, 
And  pull'd  the  law  upon  you. 

Ang.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Escalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.     I  not  deny. 
The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life, 
May  in  the  sworn  twelve  ha\e  a  thief  or  two 
Guiltier  than  him  they  try.     What's  open  made 
To  justice,  that  justice  seizes  :  what  knows  the  law 
That  thieves  do  pass  on  thieves  ?  'Tis  very  pregnant, 
The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  stoop  and  take't, 
Because  we  see't ;  but  what  we  do  not  see 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 
You  may  not  so  extenuate  his  offense 
For  I  have  had  such  faults;  but  rather  tell  me. 
When  I,  that  censure  him,  do  so  offend, 
Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  must  die. 

Escal.  Be't  as  your  wisdom  will. 

Ang.  Where  is  the  provost .? 

Prov.  [comiftg  from  be/iind"\  Here,  if  it  like  your  honor. 

Ang.  See  that  Claudio 
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Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrow  morning  : 
Bring  him  his  confessor,  let  him  be  prepar'd  ; 
For  that's  the  utmost  of  his  pilgrimage.     {^Exit  Provost. 
Escal.  \as2ih-\  Well,  heaven  forgive  him  !  and  forgive 
us  all  ! 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  virtue  fall; 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  answer  none ; 
And  some  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

Enter  Elbow,  and  Officers  with  Froth  and  Pompey. 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away  :  if  these  be  good  people 
in  a  commonweal  that  do  nothing  but  use  their  abuses 
in  common  houses,  I  know  no  law  :  bring  them  away. 

Aug.  How  now,  sir  !  What's  your  name  .-*  and  what's 
the  matter? 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honor,  I  am  the  poor  duke's  con- 
stable, and  my  name  is  Elbow  :  I  do  lean  upon  justice, 
sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  honor  two  no- 
torious benefactors. 

Aug.  Benefactors  !  Well ;  what  benefactors  are  they  .'* 
are  they  not  malefactors  } 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honor,  I  know  not  well  what 
they  are  :  but  precise  villains  they  are,  that  I  am  sure  of ; 
and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the  world  that  good  Chris- 
tians ought  to  have. 

Escal.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wise  officer. 

Attg.  Go  to :  —  what  quality  are  they  of  }  Elbow  is 
your  name  ?  why  dost  thou  not  speak.  Elbow  ? 

Pom.  He  cannot,  sir  ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Aug.  What  are  you,  sir.-* 

Elb.  He,  sir!  a  tapster,  sir;  parcel-bawd;  one  that 
serves  a  bad  woman ;  whose  house,  sir,  was,  as  they  say, 
plucked  down  in  the  suburbs;  and  now  she  professes  a 
hot-house,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  house  too. 

Escal.  How  know  you  that  } 

Elb.  My  wife,  sir,  whom  I  detest  before  heaven  and 
your  honor, — 

Escal.  How  !  thy  wife  ! 

Elb.  Ay,  sir ;  —  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  an  honest 
woman, — 

Escal.  Dost  thou  detest  her  therefore  .'* 

Elb.  I  say,  sir,  I  will  detest  myself  also,  as  well  as  she, 
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that  this  house,  if  it  l)e  not  a  bawd's  house,  it  is  pity  of 
her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  house. 

Escal.  How  dost  thou  know  that,  constable? 

Elb.  Marry,  sir,  by  in)'  wife ;  who,  if  she  had  been  a 
woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accused  in  for- 
nication, adultery,  and  all  uncleanliness  there. 

Escal.  By  the  woman's  means  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  sir,  by  Mistress  Overdone's  means  :  but  as 
she  spit  in  his  face,  so  she  defied  him. 

Pom.  Sir,  if  it  please  your  honor,  this  is  not  so. 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  these  varlets  here,  thou  honorable 
man  ;  prove  it. 

Escal.  [to  Angelo^^  Do  you  hear  how  he  misplaces  } 

Pom.  Sir,  she  came  in  great  with  child  ;  and  longing  — 
saving  your  honor's  reverence — for  stewed  prunes,  sir; 
—  we  had  but  two  in  the  house,  which  at  that  very  dis- 
tant time  stood,  as  it  were,  in  a  fruit-dish,  a  dish  of  some 
three-pence;  —  your  honors  have  seen  such  dishes;  they 
are  not  China  dishes,  but  very  good  dishes, — 

Escal.  Go  to,  go  to :  no  matter  for  the  dish,  sir. 

Pom.  No,  indeed,  sir,  not  of  a  pin  ;  you  are  therein  in 
the  right  :  —  but  to  the  point.  As  I  say,  this  Mistress 
Elbow,  being,  as  I  say,  with  child,  and  being  great-bel- 
lied, and  longing,  as  I  said,  for  prunes  ;  and  having  but 
two  in  the  dish,  as  I  said.  Master  Froth  here,  this  very 
man,  having  eaten  the  rest,  as  I  said,  and,  as  I  say,  pay- 
ing for  them  very  honestly  ;  —  for,  as  you  know,  Master 
Froth,  I  could  not  give  you  three-pence  again, — 

Frof/i.  No,  indeed. 

Pom.  Very  well ;  —  you  being  then,  if  you  be  remem- 
bered, cracking  the  stones  of  the  foresaid  prunes, — 

Froth.  Ay,  so  I  did  indeed. 

Pom.  Why,  very  well;  —  1  telling  you  then,  if  you  be 
remembered,  that  such  a  one  and  such  a  one  were  past 
cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unless  they  kept  very  good 
diet,  as  I  told  you, — 

Froth.  All  this  is  true. 

Pom.  Why,  very  well,  then. — 

Escal.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool  :  to  the  purpose. 
What  was  done  to  El!)ow's  wife,  that  he  hath  cause  to 
complain  of  .■*     Come  me  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Pom.  Sir,  your  honor  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 
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Escal.  No,  sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Pom.  Sir,  but  you  shall  come  to  it,  by  your  honor's 
leave.  And,  I  beseech  you,  look  into  Master  Froth  here, 
sir:  a  man  of  fourscore  pound  a  y(;ar ;  whose  father  died 
at  Hallowmas:  —  was't  not  at  Hallowmas,  Master 
Froth  } — 

Froth.  All-hallownd  eve. 

Pom.  Why,  very  well ;  I  hope  here  be  truths.  He,  sir, 
sitting,  as  I  say,  in  a  lower  chair,  sir ;  —  'twas  in  the 
Bunch  of  Grapes,  where,  indeed,  you  have  a  delight  to 
sit,  have  you  not .''  — 

Froth.  I  have  so  ;  because  it  is  an  open  room,  and 
good  for  winter. 

Pom.  Why,  very  well,  then  ;  I  hope  here  be  truths. 

Ang.  This  will  last  out  a  night  in  Russia, 
When  nights  are  longest  there  :  I'll  take  my  leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  cause ; 
Hoping  you'll  find  good  cause  to  whip  them  all. 

Escal.  I  think  no  less.  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 

YExit  Afigeto. 
Now,  sir,  come  on  :  what  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  once 
more  ? 

Pom.  Once,  sir !  there  was  nothing  done  to  her  once. 

Elb.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  ask  him  what  this  man  did  to 
my  wife. 

Pom.  I  beseech  your  honor,  ask  me. 

Escal.  Well,  sir  ;  what  did  this  gentleman  to  her? 

Pom.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  look  in  this  gentleman's  face. 
—  Good  Master  Froth,  look  upon  his  honor;  'tis  for  a 
good  purpose. —  Doth  your  honor  mark  his  face .'' 

Escal.  Ay,  sir,  very  well. 

Pom.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  mark  it  well. 

Escal.  Well,  I  do  so. 

Pom.  Doth  your  honor  see  any  harm  in  his  face? 

Escal.  Why,  no. 

Pom.  ril  be  supposed  upon  a  book,  his  face  is  the 
worst  thing  about  him.  Good,  then  ;  if  his  face  be  the 
worst  thing  about  him,  how  could  Master  Froth  do  the 
constable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your 
honor. 

Escal.  He's  in  the  right. —  Constable,  what  say  you 
to  it? 
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Elb.  First,  an  it  like  jou,  the  house  is  a  respected 
house ;  next,  this  is  a  respected  fellow  ;  and  his  mistress 
is  a  respected  woniiin. 

Poin.  By  this  hand,  sir,  his  wife  is  a  more  respected 
person  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elh.  Varlet,  thou  liest ;  thou  liest,  wicked  varlet  !  the 
time  is  yet  to  come,  that  she  was  ever  respected  with  man, 
woman,  or  child. 

Pom.  Sir,  she  was  respected  with  him  before  he  married 
with  her. 

Escal.  Which  is  the  wiser  here.''  Justice  or  Ini(|uiiy?  — 
Is  this  true.'' 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiff !  O  thou  varlet  !  O  thou  wicked  Han- 
nibal !  I  respected  with  her  before  I  was  married  to  her  ! 
—  If  ever  I  was  respected  with  her,  or  she  with  me,  let  not 
your  worship  think  me  the  poor  duke's  officer. —  Prove 
this,  thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  I'll  have  mine  action  of  bat- 
tery on  thee. 

Escal.  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  th'  ear,  you  might  have 
your  action  of  slander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worship  for  it.  What 
is't  your  worship's  pleasure  I  shall  do  with  this  wicked 
caitiff } 

Escal.  Truly,  officer,  because  he  hath  some  offenses  in 
him  that  thou  wouldst  discover  if  thou  couldst,  let  him 
continue  in  his  courses  till  thou  knowest  what  they  are. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worship  for  it. —  Thou  seest, 
thou  wicked  varlet,  now,  what's  come  upon  thee  :  thou  art 
to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ;  thou  art  to  continue. 

Escal.  [lo  Erol/i]  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ? 

Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  sir. 

Escal.  Are  you  of  fourscore  pounds  a  year.f* 

Froth.  Yes,  an't  please  you,  sir. 

Escal.  So. —  [  To  Poaipcy]  What  trade  are  you  of,  sir  ? 

Poll.  A  tapster ;  a  poor  widow's  tapster. 

Escal.  Your  mistress'  name  } 

Pom.  Mistress  Overdone. 

Escal.  Hath  she  had  any  more  than  one  husband  } 

Pom.  Nine,  sir ;  Overdone  by  the  last. 

Escal.  Nine!  —  Come  hither  to  me.  Master  Froth, 
Master  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with  tap- 
sters :  they  will   draw  you.  Master   Froth,  and    you    will 
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hang  them.  Get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of 
you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worship.  For  mine  own  part,  I 
never  come  into  any  room  in  a  taphouse,  but  I  am  drawn 
in. 

Escal.  Well,  no  more  of  it.  Master  Froth  :  farewell. 
\Exit  Froth. \  Come  you  hither  to  me,  master  tapster. 
What's  your  name,  master  tapster.'* 

Pom.  Pompey. 

Escal.  What  else  ? 

Pom.  Bum,  sir. 

Escal.  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greatest  thing  about 
you  ;  so  that,  in  the  beastliest  sense,  you  are  Pompey  the 
Great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a  bawd,  Pompey,  howso- 
ever you  color  it  in  being  a  tapster.  Are  you  not .''  come, 
tell  me  true  :  it  shall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Pom.  Truly,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow  that  would  live. 

Escal.  How  would  you  live,  Pompey  }  by  being  a  bawd  } 
What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey.''  is  it  a  lawful 
trade  } 

Pom.  If  the  law  would  allow  it,  sir. 

Escal.  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey  ;  nor  it 
shall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Pom.  Does  your  worship  mean  to  geld  and  splay  all 
the  youth  of  the  city .'' 

Escal.  No,  Pompey. 

Pom.  Truly,  sir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will  to't,  then. 
If  your  worship  will  take  order  for  the  drabs  and  the 
knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the  bawds. 

Escal.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell 
you  :  it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Pom.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way  but 
for  ten  year  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a  commis- 
sion for  more  heads :  if  this  law  hold  in  Vienna  ten  year, 
I'll  rent  the  fairest  house  in  it  after  three-pence  a  bay:  if 
you  live  to  see  this  come  to  pass,  say  Pompey  told  you 
so. 

Escal.  Thank  you,  good  Pompey;  and,  in  requital  of 
your  prophecy,  hark  you  : —  I  advise  vou,  let  me  not  hnd 
you  before  me  again  upon  any  complaint  whatsoever;  no, 
not  for  dwelling  where  you  do  :  if  1  do,  Pompey,  I  shall 
beat  you  to  your  tent,  and  prove  a  shrewd  Caesar  to  you ; 
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in  plain  dealing,  Pompey,  1  shall  have  you  whipi :  so,  for 
this  time,  Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

PoDi.  I  thank  your  worship  for  your  good  counsel.— 
\^Asidc\  But  1  shall  follow  it  as  the  Hesh  and  fortune  shall 
better  determine. 

Whip  nie  !     No,  no  ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade  : 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade.  \Exii. 

Escal.  Come  hither  to  me.  Master  I'Mhow  ;  come  hither, 
master  constable.  How  long  have  you  been  in  this  pLice 
of  constable .'' 

Elb.  Seven  year  and  a  half,  sir. 

Escal.  1  thought,  by  your  readiness  in  the  oflice.  \(.u  had 
continued  in  it  some  time.   You  sa\',  seven  years  togetlui  } 

Elb.  And  a  half,  sir. 

Escal.  Alas,  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you  !  They  do 
you  wrong  to  put  you  so  oft  upon't :  are  there  not  men  in 
your  ward  sufficient  to  serve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  such  matters  :  as  they 
are  chosen,  they  are  glad  to  choose  me  for  them  ;  I  do  it 
for  some  piece  of  money,  and  go  through  with  all. 

Escal.  Look  you  bring  me  in  the  names  of  some  six  or 
seven,  the  most  sufficient  of  your  parish. 

Elb.  To  your  worshii)"s  house,  sir  } 

Escal.  To  my  house.  Fare  you  well.  \E.xit  Elbcnv.\ 
What's  o'clock,  think  you? 

Just.  Eleven,  sir. 

Escal.  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Just.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

Escal.  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio; 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Just.  Lord  Angelo  is  severe. 

Escal.  It  is  but  needful  : 

Mercy  is  not  itself,  that  oft  looks  so  ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe  : 
But  yet, —  poor  Claudio  !  —  There's  no  remedy. — 
Come,  sir.  \Exeunf. 

Scene  II.  Another  room  iti  the  same. 

Enter  T'rovost  and  a  Servant. 

Serv.  He's  hearing  of  a  cause ;  he  will  come  straight : 
I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

M.P.M.  21.]  V,  SOI. 


Act  II.']  MEASl'KE  FOR  MEASURE.  [Scene  If. 

Prov.  Pray  you,  do.   {Exit  Servant. \  I'll  know 

His  pleasure  ;  may  be  he'll  relent.     Alas, 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream  ! 
All  sects,  all  ages  smack  at  this  vice  ;  and  he 
To  die  for  it ! 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provost.'* 

Prov.   Is  it  your  will  Claudio  shall  die  to-morrow? 

Aug.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea.''  hadst  thou  not  order? 
Why  dost  thou  ask  again  ? 

Prov.  Lest  I  might  be  too  rash  : 

Under  your  good  correction,  1  have  seen. 
When,  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang.  Go  to  ;  let  that  be  mine: 

Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place. 
And  you  shall  well  be  spar'd. 

Prov.  I  cra\e  your  honor's  pardon. — • 

What  shall  be  done,  sir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Dispose  of  her 

To  some  more  fitter  place  ;  and  that  with  speed. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Here  is  the  sister  of  the  man  condemn'd 
Desires  access  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  sister  ? 

Prov.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  very  virtuous  maid, 
And  to  be  shortly  of  a  sisterhood. 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well,  let  her  be  admitted.    {Exit  Servant. 

See  you  the  fornicatress  be  remov'd  : 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavish,  means  ; 
There  shall  be  order  for  it. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Lucio. 

Prov.  Save  your  honor  ! 

{Offering  to  retire. 
Ang.  Stay  a  little  while. —  [  To  Isab.\  You're  welcome  ; 
what's  your  will  ? 
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hah.  I  am  a  woful  suitor  to  your  honor, 
Please  but  your  honor  hear  nie. 

Ang.  Well  ;  what's  your  suit  ? 

Isah.  There  is  a  vice  that  most  I  do  abhor, 
And  most  desire  should  meet  the  blow  of  justice  ; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  must  ; 
For  which  I  must  not  jilead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war  'twixt  will  and  will  nut. 

Aug-.  Well  ;  the  matter? 

Isab.    I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to  die: 
I  do  beseech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Prov.  \asidc.'\         Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces  ! 

Aug.   Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  actor  of  it  } 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn'd  ere  it  be  done : 
Mine  were  the  very  cipher  of  a  function. 
To  fine  the  fault,  whose  fine  stands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  actor. 

Isab.  O  just  but  severe  law  ! 

I  had  a  brother,  then.^ — •  Heaven  keep  your  honor! 

{Retiring. 

Lucio.   [aside  fo  Isab.']  Give't  not  o'er  so  ;  to  him  again, 
entreat  him  ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  : 
You  are  too  cold  ;  if  you  should  need  a  pin, 
You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  desire  it  : 
To  him,  I  say. 

Isab.   Must  he  needs  die  ? 

Ang.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Isab.   Yes  ;  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heaven  nor  man  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Afig.    I  will  not  do't. 

Isab.  But  can  you,  if  you  would  ? 

Ang.   Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Isab.   But  you  might  do't,  and  do  the  world  no  wrong. 
If  so  your  heart  weretouch'd  with  that  remorse 
As  mine  is  to  him. 

Ang.  He's  sentenc'd  ;  'tis  too  late. 

Lucio.  [aside  to  Isab.]  You  are  too. cold. 

Isab.   Too  late  !  why,  no  ;  I,  that  do  spea'k  a  word, 
May  call  it  back  again.      Well,  believe  this. 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs, 
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Not  the  king's  crown  nor  the  deputed  sword, 

The  marshal's  truncheon  nor  the  judge's  robe, 

Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace 

As  mercy  does. 

If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  he. 

You  would  have  slipp'd  like  him  ;  but  he,  like  you. 

Would  not  have  been  so  stern. 

Aug-.  Pray  you,  be  gone. 

/sad.   I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency. 
And  you  were  Isabel  !  should  it  then  be  thus? 
No  ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  what  a  prisoner. 

Lucio.    \fiside   to   Isab.\  Ay,  touch  him  ;    there's   the 
vein. 

Aug.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law. 
And  you  but  waste  your  words. 

Isab.  Alas,  alas  ! 

Why,  all  the  souls  that  were  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took 
Found  out  the  remedy.     How  would  you  be. 
If  He,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?     O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new-made. 

Aug.  Be  you  content,  fair  maid  ; 

It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother ; 
Were  he  my  kinsman,  brother,  or  my  son, 
It  should  be  thus  with  him  :  — he  must  die  to-morrow. 

Isab.  To-morrow  !  O,  that's  sudden  !     Spare  him,  spaie 
him  ! — - 
He's  not  prepar'd  for  death.     Even  for  our  kitchens 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  season  :  shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
T'our  gross  selves?     Good,  good  my  lord,  bethink  you  ; 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offense? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio.  [aside  to  Isab.']  Ay,  well  said. 

Ang.  The  law  hath    not  been    dead,    though    it   hath 
slept : 
Those  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil. 
If  that  the  first  that  did  th'  edict  infringe 
Had  answer'd  for  his  deed  :  now  'tis  awake, 
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Takes  note  of  what  is  done  ;  and,  like  a  prophet, 
Looks  in  a  glass,  that  shows  what  future  evils, — 
Either  new,  or  by  remissness  new-conceiv'd, 
And  so  in  progress  to  be  hatch 'd  and  born, — 
Are  now  to  have  no  successi\e  degrees, 
But,  ere  they  live,  to  end. 

Isab.  Yet  show  some  pity. 

Ang.   I  show  it  most  of  all  when  1  show  justice  , 
For  then  I  pity  those  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  dismiss'd  offense  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right  that,  answering  one  foul  wrong. 
Lives  not  to  act  another.     Be  satisfied  ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow^ ;  be  content. 

Jsal).  So  you  must  be  the  first  that  gives  this  sentence. 
And  he  that  suffers.      O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength  ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 

Lucio.    {aside  to  Isab.']  That's  well  said. 

Isab.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer 

Would  use    his    heaven    for   thunder;  nothing  but  thun- 
der.— 
Merciful  Heaven  ! 

Thou  rather  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt 
Splitt'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak 
Than  the  soft  myrtle :  but  man,  proud  man, 
Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority, — 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assur'd. 
His  glassy  essence, —  like  an  angry  ape. 
Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven 
As  make  the  angels  weep  ;  who,  with  our  spleens. 
Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal. 

Liicio.  [aside  to  Isab.]  O,  to    him,  to    him,  wench  !  he 
will  relent; 
He's  coming ;  I  perceive't. 

Prov.  \aside\  Pray  heaven  she  win  him  ! 

Isab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourself : 
Great  men  may  jest  with  saints;   'tis  wit  in  them. 
But  in  the  less  foul  profanation 

Ltici'o.  [aside  to  Isab.}  Thou'rt  i'  the  right,  girl ;  more 
o'  that. 
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Isab    That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word, 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  Mat  bhisphcniy. 

Lucio.  \aside  to  Isab\  Art  avis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't. 

Ang.  Why  do  you  put  these  sayings  upon  me? 

Isab.  Because  authority,  though  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself, 
That  skins  the  vice  o'  the  top.     Go  to  your  l)osom  ; 
Knock  there,  and  ask  your  heart  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault  :  if  it  confess 
A  natural  guiltiness  such  as  is  his. 
Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Against  my  brother's  life. 

Attg.  \astde\  She  speaks,  and  'tis 

Such  sense,  that  my  sense  breeds  with't. —  Fare  you  well. 

Isab.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Aftg.  I  will  bethink  me  :  come  again  to-morrow. 

Isab.  Hark   how   I'll  bribe  you  :  good   my  lord,  turn 
back. 

Ang.  How  !  bribe  me ! 

Isab.  Ay,  with  such  gifts   that   heaven  shall  share  with 
you. 

Lucio.  [aside  to  Isab^  You  had  marr'd  all  else. 

Isab.  Not  with  fond  shekels  of  the  tested  gold. 
Or  stones,  whose  rates  are  either  rich  or  poor 
As  fancy  values  them ;  but  with  true  prayers. 
That  shall  be  up  at  heaven  and  enter  there 
Ere  sun-rise, —  prayers  from  preserved  souls. 
From  fasting  maids,  whose  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

A7ig.  Well  ;  come  to  me  to-morrow. 

Lucio.  {aside  to  Isab^  Go  to  ;  'tis  well ;  away  ! 

Isab.  Heaven  keep  your  honor  safe  ! 

A7ig.  [aside]  Amen  ;  for  I 

Am  that  way  going  to  temptation, 
Where  prayers  cross. 

Isab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

Shall  I  attend  your  lordship  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'forenoon. 

Isab.  Save  your  honor  ! 

[Exeunt  Isabella,  Lucio,  and  Provost. 

Ang.  From  thee, —  even  from  thy  virtue  !  — 
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What's  this,  what's  this?     Is  this  Iier  fault  or  mine? 

The  tempter  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most,  ha? 

Not  she  ;  nor  doth  she  tempt :  but  it  is  I 

That,  lying  by  the  violet  in  the  sun, 

Do  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower, 

Corrupt  with  virtuous  season.     Can  it  be 

That  modesty  may  more  betrav  our  sense 

Than  woman's  lightness?    liaving  waste  ground  enougK 

Shall  we  desire  to  raze  the  sanctuary, 

And  pitch  our  evils  there?     O,  fie,  fie,  fie! 

What  dost  thou,  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 

Dost  thou  desire  her  foully  foi'  those  things 

That  mal<e  her  good  ?     O,  let  her  I)r()ther  live  : 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority 

When  judges  steal  themselves.     What,  do  I  love  her 

That  I  desire  to  hear  her  speak  again. 

And  feast  upon  her  eyes  ?     What  is't  I  dream  on? 

0  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  saint, 

With  saints  dost  bait  thy  hook  !    Most  dangerous 

Is  that  temptation  that  doth  goad  us  on 

To  sin  in  loving  virtue  :  ne'er  could  the  strumpet, 

With  all  her  double  vigor,  art  and  nature, 

Once  stir  my  temper  ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

Subdues  me  quite: — ever  till  now, 

When  men  were  fond,  I  smil'd,  and  wonder'd  how.  [£x/i. 

Scene  III.  A  roo/n  in  a  Prison. 

Enter,  sezterally,  Duke  disguised  as  a  friar,  and  Provost. 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provost  I  —  so  I  think  .you  are. 
Prov.  I  am  the  provost.    What's  your  will,  good  friar? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity  and  my  bless'd  order, 

1  come  to  visit  the  afflicted  spirits 

Here  in  the  prison.     Do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  see  them,  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minister 
To  them  accordingly. 

Pro7>.  I  would  do    more  than  that,  if  more  were  need- 
ful. 
Look,  here  comes  one, —  a  gentlewoman  of  mine. 
Who,  falling  in  the  flames  of  her  own  youth. 
Hath  blister 'd  her  report:  she  is  with  child; 
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And  he  that  got  it,  sentenc'd, —  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  such  offense 
Than  die  for  this. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Duke.  When  must  he  die  ? 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow. — 

I  have  provided  for  you  :  stay  awhile,  \^To  Juliet. 

And  you  shall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  sin  you  carry.? 

Jul.   I  do  ;  and  bear  the  shame  most  patiently. 

Duke.  I'll  teach  you  how  you  shall    arraign  your  con- 
science. 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  sound, 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Jul.  I'll  gladly  learn. 

Diike.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 

Jul.   Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 

Duke.  So,  then,  it  seems  your  most  offenseful  act 
Was  mutually  committed  } 

Jul.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  sin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 

Jul.  I  do  confess  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  so,  daughter  :  but  lest  you  do  repent, 
As  that  the  sin  hath  brought  you  to  this  shame, — 
Which  sorrow  is  always  toward  ourselves,  not  heaven, 
Showing  we  would  not  spare  heaven  as  we  love  it, 
But  as  we  stand  in  fear, — 

Jul.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil. 
And  take  the  shame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  rest. 

Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  must  die  to-morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  instruction  to  him, 

Jtcl.  Grace  go  with  you  ! 

Duke.  Benedicite !  [Exit. 

Jul.  Must  die  to-morrow  !  O  injurious  love, 
That  respites  me  a  life,  whose  very  comfort 
Is  still  a  dying  horror  ! 

Prov.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.    A  room  in  Angelo's  house. 

Enter  AxNGELO. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  1  think  and  pray 
To  several  subjects.     Heaven  hath  my  empty  words  ; 
Whilst  my  intention,  hearing  not  my  tongue. 
Anchors  on  Isabel  :  Heaven  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name  ; 
And  in  my  heart  the  strong  and  swelling  evil 
Of  my  conception.     The  state,  whereon  I  studied, 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read, 
Grown  sear'd  and  tedious  ;  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  —  let  no  man  hear  me  —  I  take  pride, 
Could  I  with  boot  change  for  an  idle  plume, 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.     O  place,  O  form, 
How  often  dost  thou  with  thy  case,  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiser  souls 
To  thy  false  seeming  !  Blood,  thou  still  art  blood  : 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
'Tis  not  the  devil's  crest. 

Enter  Servant. 
How  now  !  who's  there? 

Serv.  One  Isabel,  a  sister. 

Desires  access  to  you. 

Ang.  Teach  her  the  way,      \Extt  Serv, 

O  heavens  ! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  muster  to  my  heart. 
Making  both  it  unable  for  itself. 
And  dispossessing  all  my  other  parts 
Of  necessary  fitness  } 

So  play  the  foolish  throngs  with  one  that  swoons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  so  stop  the  air 
By  which  he  should  revive  :  and  even  so 
The  general,  subject  to  a  well-wish'd  king. 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obsequious  fondness 
Crowd  to  his  presence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Must  needs  appear  offense. 

Enter  ISABELLA.  ' 
How  now,  fair  maid  ! 
Isab.  I'm  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 
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Ang.  That   you  might    know    it,   would    much    better 
please  me 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.     Your  brother  cannot  live. 

Isab.  Even  so. —  Heaven  keep  your  honor  !    {^Retiritig. 

Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  awhile ;  and,  it  may  be, 
As  long  as  you  or  I  :  yet  he  must  die. 

Isab.  Under  your  sentence  } 

Ang.  Yea. 

Isab.  When,  I  beseech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve, 
Longer  or  shorter,  he  may  be  so  fitted 
That  his  soul  sicken  not. 

Ang.  Ha  !  fie,  these  filthy  vices  !  'Twere  as  good 
To  pardon  him  that  hath  from  nature  stol'n 
A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  saucy  sweetness  that  do  coin  heaven's  image 
In  stamps  that  are  forbid  :  'tis  all  as  easy 
Falsely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  restrained  means 
To  make  a  false  one. 

Isab.   'Tis  set  down  so  in  heaven,  but  not  in  earth. 

Ang.  Say  you  so  ?  then  I  shall  pose  you  quickly. 
Which  had  you  rather, —  that  the  most  just  law 
Now  took  your  brother's  life  ;  or,  to  redeem  him. 
Give  up  your  body  to  such  sweet  uncleanness 
As  she  that  he  hath  stain'd  } 

Isab.  Sir,  believe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  soul. 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  soul  :  our  compell'd  sins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  accompt. 

Isab.  How  say  you  ? 

A7ig.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that  ;  for  I  can  speak 
Against  the  thing  I  say.     Answer  to  this  :  — 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law. 
Pronounce  a  sentence  on  your  brother's  life : 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  sin 
To  save  this  brother's  life  } 

Isab.  Please  you  to  do't, 

I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  soul. 
It  is  no  sin  at  all,  but  charity. 

Ang.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't  at  peril  of  your  soul, 
Were  equal  poise  of  sin  and  charity. 

Isab.  That  1  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  sin, 
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Heaven  let  me  bear  it  !  you  granting  of  my  suit, 
If  that  be  sin,  I'll  make  it  my  morn  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your  answer. 

An^.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Your  sense  pursues  not  mine:  either  you're  ignorant, 
Or  seem  so,  craftily  ;  and  that's  not  good. 

/sab.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good. 
But  graciously  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Aug.  Thus  wisdom  wishes  to  appear  most  bright 
When  it  doth  tax  itself;  as  these  l)lack  masks 
Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could,  display 'd. —  But  mark  me  ; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  speak  more  gross  : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Isab.  So. 

Aug.  And  his  offense  is  so,  as  it  appears. 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain. 

Isab.    True. 

A?ig.   Admit  no  other  way  to  save  his  life, — 
As  I  subscribe  not  that,  nor  any  other. 
But  in  the  loss  of  question, —  that  you,  his  sister. 
Finding  yourself  desir'd  of  such  a  person. 
Whose  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place, 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law  ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  save  him,  but  that  eitlier 
You  must  lay  down  the  treasures  of  your  body 
To  this  suppos'd,  or  else  to  let  him  suffer ; 
What  would  you  do  .'' 

Isab.   As  much  for  my  poor  brother  as  myself: 
That  is,  were  I  under  the  terms  of  death, 
Th'  impression  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies, 
Aild  strip  myself  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I've  been  sick  for,  ere  I'd  yield 
My  body  up  to  shame. 

Aug.  Then  must 

Your  brother  die. 

Isab.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way : 

Better  it  were  a  brother  died  at  once. 
Than  that  a  sister,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  ever. 
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Aug.  Were  not  you,  then,  as  cruel  as  the  sentence 
That  you  have  slander'd  so  ? 

Isab.    Ignomy  in  ransom,  and  free  pardon, 
Are  of  two  houses  :   lawful  mercy  is 
Nothing  akin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You  seem'd  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  tyrant ; 
And  rather  prov'd  the  sliding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

Isab.  O,  pardon  me,  my  lord  ;  it  oft  falls  out, 
T'  have  what  we'd  have,  we  speak  not  what  we  mean : 
I  something  do  excuse  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Ang.  We  are  all  frail. 

Isab.  Else  let  my  brother  die, 

If  not  a  fedary,  but  only  he. 
Owe  and  succeed  this  weakness. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Isab.  Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  view  themselves  ; 
Which  are  as  easy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women  !  —  Help  heaven  !  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.     Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail ; 
For  we  are  soft  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  false  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well : 

And  from  this  testimony  of  your  own  sex, — 
Since,  I  suppose,  we're  made  to  be  no  stronger 
Than  faults  may  shake  our  frames, —  let  me  be  bold;  — 
I  do  arrest  your  words.     Be  that  you  are. 
That  is,  a  woman  ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none ; 
If  you  be  one, —  as  you  are  well  express'd 
By  all  external  warrants, —  show  it  now, 
By  putting  on  the  destin'd  livery. 

Isab.   I  have  no  tongue  but  one  :  gentle  my  lord, 
Let  me  entreat  you  speak  the  former  language. 

Ang.   Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

Isab.   My  brother  did  love  Juliet  ;  and  you  tell  me 
That  he  shall  die  for't. 

Ang.   He  shall  not,  Isabel,  if  you  give  me  love. 

Isab.    I  know  your  virtue  hath  a  license  in't, 
Which  seems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honor, 
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My  words  express  iny  purpose . 

Isab.    Ha  !   little  honor  to  be  much  believ'd, 
And  most  pernicious  purpose  ! —  Seeming,  seeming  I  — 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo  ;   look  for't  : 
Sign  me  a  present  pardon  for  my  brother. 
Or  with  an  outstretch'd  throat  I'll  tell  the  world 
Aloud  what  man  thou  art. 

Aug-.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Isabel  ? 

My  unsoil'd  name,  th'  austereness  of  my  life, 
My  vouch  against  you,  and  my  place  i'  the  state, 
Will  so  your  accusation  overweigh, 
That  you  shall  stitle  in  your  own  report, 
And  smell  of  calunmy.     I  have  begun  ; 
And  now  I  give  my  sensual  race  the  rein  : 
Fit  thy  consent  to  my  sharp  appetite  ; 
Lay  by  all  nicety  and  prolixious  blushes. 
That  banish  w^iat  they  sue  for;  redeem  thy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will ; 
Or  else  he  must  not  only  die  the  death. 
But  thy  unkindness  shall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  sufferance.     Answer  me  to-morrow, 
Or,  by  th'  affection  that  now  guides  me  most, 
I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him.     As  for  you. 
Say  what  you  can,  my  false  o'erweighs  your  true.     [Exit. 

Isab.  To  whom  should  I  complain  }     Did  I  tell  this, 
Who  would  believe  me  .'^     O  perilous  mouths. 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue. 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ; 
Bidding  the  law  make  court 'sy  to  their  will  ; 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  th'  appetite. 
To  follow  as  it  draws!     I'll  to  my  brother  : 
Though  he  hath  fall'n  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  such  a  mind  of  honor, 
That,  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 
On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up, 
Before  his  sister  should  her  body  stoop 
To  such  abhorr'd  pollution. 
Then,  Isabel,  live  chaste,  and,  brother,  die  : 
More  than  our  brother  is  our  chastity. 
I'll  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  request. 
And  tit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  soul's  rest.  [Exit. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I.  A  rootn  in  the  prison. 

Enter  Duke  disguised  as  before,  Claudio,  ^wa' Provost. 

Duke.  So,  then,  you  hope  of  pardon  from  Lord  Angelo  .'' 
Claud.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine 
But  only  hope  : 
I've  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepar'd  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  absolute  for  death  ;  either  death  or  life 
Shall  thereby  be  the  sweeter.     Reason  thus  with  life  :  — 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  thou  art, 
Servile  to  all  the  skyey  influences 
That  do  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep'st, 
Hourly  afflict :  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labor'st  by  thy  flight  to  shun. 
And  yet  runn'st  toward  him  still.     Thou  art  not  noble  ; 
For  all  th'  accommodations  that  thou  bear'st 
Are  nurs'd    by  baseness.     Thou'rt  by  no  means  valiant ; 
For  thou  dost  fear  the  soft  and  tender  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm.     Thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'st ;  yet  grossly  fear'st 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.     Thou'rt  not  thyself ; 
For  thou  exist 'st  on  many  a  thousand  grains 
That  issue  out  of  dust.     Happy  thou  art  not ; 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  still  thou  striv'st  to  get, 
And  what  thou  hast,  forgett'st.     Thou  are  not  certain  ; 
For  thy  complexion  shifts  to  strange  affects, 
After  the  moon.     If  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt  poor; 
For,  like  an  ass  whose  back  with  ingots  bows, 
Thou  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloads  thee.     Friend  hast  thou  none  ; 
For  thine  own  bowels,  which  do  call  thee  sire, 
The  mere  effusion  of  thy  proper  loins. 
Do  curse  the  gout,  serpigo,  and  the  rheum. 
For  ending  thee  no  sooner.     Thou'st  nor  youth  nor  age. 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  sleep. 
Dreaming  on  both  ;  for  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  aims 
Of  palsied  eld  ;  and  when  thou'rt  old  and  rich, 
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Thou'st  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty, 
To  make  thy  riches  pleasant.     What's  in  this 
That  bears  the  name  of  Hfe?     Yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths  :  yet  death  we  fear, 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even. 

Claud.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

To  sue  to  live,  I  find  I  seek  to  die ; 
And,  seeking  death,  find  life  :  let  it  come  on. 

Jsab.  [w/////;/]  What,  ho!  Peace  here  ;  grace  and  good 
company  ! 

Prov.  Who's    there .'  come    in :  the  wish    deserves   a 
welcome. 

Duke.  Dear  son,  ere  long  I'll  visit  you  again. 

Claud.  Most  holy  sir,  I  thank  you. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isab.  My  business  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudio. 

Prov.  And  very  welcome. —  Look,  signior,  here's  your 
sister. 

Duke.  Provost,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov.  As  many  as  you  please. 

Duke.  Bring  me  to  hear   them  speak,  where  I  may  be 
Conceal'd.  1  Exeunt  Duke  and  Provost. 

Claud.  Now,  sister,  what's  the  comfort  } 

Isab.  Why. 

As  all  comforts  are ;  most  good,  most  good  indeed. 
Lord  Angelo,  having  affairs  to  heaven. 
Intends  you  for  his  swift  ambassador. 
Where  you  shall  be  an  everlasting  lieger  : 
Therefore  your  best  appointment  make  with  speed ; 
To-morrow  you  set  on. 

Claud.  Is  there  no  remedy  } 

Isab.  None,  but  such  remedy  as,  to  save  a  head. 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  } 

Isab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live : 
There  is  a  devilish  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life, 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Claud.  Perpetual  durance  } 

Isab.  Ay,  just ;  perpetual  durance,  —  a  restraint, 
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Though  all  the  world's  vastidit)'  you  had, 
To  a  determin'd  scope. 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature? 

Isab.  In  such  a  one  as,  you  consenting  to't, 
Would  bark  your  honor  from  that  trunk  you  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

Isab.  O,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio  ;  and  I  quake, 
Lest  thou  a  feverous  life  shouldst  entertain, 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Than  a  perpetual  honor.     Dar'st  thou  die  ? 
The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension  ; 
And  the  poor  beetle  that  we  tread  upon, 
In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  shame  ? 

Think  you  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tenderness  ?     If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bride. 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Isab.  There   spake   my  brother;    there    my    father's 
grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice !     Yes,  thou  must  die: 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 
In  base  appliances.     This  outward-sainted  deputy  — 
Whose  settled  visage  and-  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'  th'  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl  —  is  yet  a  devil ; 
His  filth  within  being  cast,  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  priestly  Angelo  ? 

Isab.  O,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell, 
The  damned'st  body  to  invest  and  cover 
In  priestly  guards  !     Dost  thou  think,  Claudio, — 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginity. 
Thou  mightst  be  freed  .'' 

Claud.  O  heavens  !  it  cannot  be. 

Isab.  Yes,  he  would  give't  thee,  from  this  rank  offense, 
So  to  offend  him  still.     This  night's  the  time 
That  I  should  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, 
Or  else  thou  diest  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  r-halt  not  do't. 
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Isab.  O,  were  it  hut  my  life, 
I'd  thi  o\v  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  franisly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Isabel. 

Jsab.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Yes. —  Has  he  affections  in  him, 
That  thus  can  make  him  l)ite  the  law  by  the  nose, 
When  he  would  force  it  ?     Sure,  it  is  no  sin  ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  seven  it  is  the  least. 

Isab.  Which  is  the  least  } 

Claud.   If  it  were  damnable,  he  being  so  wise. 
Why  would  he  for  the  momentar\-  trick 
Be  perdurahly  fin'd  }  —  O  Isabel  I 

Isab.  What  says  my  brother.'' 

Claud.  Death's  a  fearful  thing. 

Isab.  And  shamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot ; 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod  ;  and  the  delighted  spirit 
To  bathe  in  tiery  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice; 
To  be  imprison 'd  in  the  viewless  winds. 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pendent  world  ;  or  to  be  worse  than  worst 
Of  those  that  lawless  and  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling  !  —  'tis  too  horrible  ! 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  life 
That  age.  ache,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Isab.  Alas,  alas ! 

Claud.  Sweet  sister,  let  me  live 

What  sin  you  do  to  save  a  brother's  life, 
Nature  dispenses  with  the  deed  so  far 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Isab.  O  you  beast ! 

O  faithless  coward  !  O  dishonest  wretch  ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  incest,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  sister's  shame.''     What  sliould  I  think; 
Heaven  shield  ni}'  mother  play'd  my  father  fair! 

M.F.M.  37.]  v.  217. 


Act  m.]  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.  {Scene  t. 

For  such  a  warped  slip  of  wilderness 
Ne'er  issu'd  from  his  blood.     Take  my  defiance; 
Die,  perish  !  might  but  my  bending-  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  should  proceed : 
I'll  pray  a  thousand  prayers  for  thy  death, — 
No  word  to  save  thee. 

Claud.  Nay,  hear  me,  Isabel. 

Isab.  O,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Thy  sin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade. 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itself  a  bawd  : 
'Tis  best  that  thou  diest  quickly.  [Going, 

Claud.  O,  hear  me,  Isabella  ! 

Re-enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Vouchsafe  a  word,  young  sister,  but  one  word. 

Isab.  What  is  your  will.'* 

Duke.  Might  you  dispense  with  your  leisure,  I  would 
by  and  by  have  some  speech  with  you  :  the  satisfaction  I 
would  require  is  likewise  your  own  benefit. 

Isab.  I  have  no  superfluous  leisure ;  my  stay  must  be 
stolen  out  of  other  affairs  ;  but  I  will  attend  you  awhile. 

Duke.  Son,  I  have  overheard  what  hath  passed  between 
you  and  your  sister.  Angelo  had  never  the  purpose  to 
corrupt  her;  only  he  hath  made  an  assay  of  her  virtue  to 
practice  his  judgment  with  the  disposition  of  natures  :  she, 
having  the  truth  of  honor  in  her,  hath  made  him  that 
gracious  denial  which  he  is  most  glad  to  receive.  I  am 
confessor  to  Angelo,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true  ;  there- 
fore prepare  yourself  to  death  :  do  not  satisfy  your  reso- 
lution with  hopes  that  are  fallible  :  to-morrow  you  must 
die  ;  go  to  your  knees,  and  make  ready. 

Claud.  Let  me  ask  my  sister  pardon.  I  am  so  out  of 
love  with  life,  that  I  will  sue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

Duke.  Hold  you  there  :  farewell.  [Exit  Claudio.] 
Provost,  a  word  with  you  ! 

Re-enter  Provost. 

Prov,  What's  your  will,  father? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone. 
Leave  me  awhile  with  the  maid  :  my  mind  promises  with 
my  habit  no  loss  shall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Prov.  In  good  time.  [Exit. 
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Duke.  The  hand  that  liatli  made  you  fair  hath  made 
you  good  :  the  goodness  that  is  cheap  in  beauty  makes 
beauty  brief  in  goodness ;  but  grace,  being  the  soul  of 
your  complexion,  shall  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  fair.  The 
assault  that  Angelo  hath  made  to  you,  fortune  hath  con- 
veyed to  my  understanding  ;  and,  but  that  frailty  hatli 
examples  for  his  falling,  I  should  wonder  at  Angelo. 
How  will  you  do  to  content  thi.s  substitute,  and  to  save 
your  brother .'' 

Isab.  I  am  now  going  to  resolve  him,  I  had  rather  m)' 
brother  die  by  the  law  than  my  son  should  be  unlawfully 
born.  But  O  how  much  is  the  good  duke  deceived  in 
Angelo!  If  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  speak  to  him,  I 
will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  discover  his  government. 

Duke.  That  shall  not  be  much  amiss  :  yet,  as  the  mat- 
ter now  stands,  he  will  avoid  your  accusation, —  he  made 
trial  of  you  only.  Therefore  fasten  your  ear  on  myadvis- 
ings  :  to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good  a  remedy  presents 
itself.  I  do  make  myself  believe  that  you  may  most 
uprighteously  do  a  poor  wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit  ; 
redeem  your  brother  from  the  angry  law  ;  do  no  stain  to 
your  own  gracious  person  ;  and  much  please  the  absent 
duke,  if  peradventure  he  shall  ever  return  to  have  hearing 
of  this  business. 

Isab.  Let  me  hear  you  speak  further.  1  have  spirit  to 
do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of  my 
spirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearful. 
Have  you  not  heard  speak  of  Mariana,  the  sister  of 
Frederick  the  great  soldier  who  miscarried  at  sea .' 

Isab.  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words  went 
with  her  name. 

Duke.  She  should  this  Angelo  have  married  ;  was  affi- 
anced to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed  :  between 
which  time  of  the  contract  and  limit  of  the  solemnity, 
her  brother  Frederick  was  wrecked  at  sea,  having  in  that 
perished  vessel  the  dowry  of  his  sister.  But  mark  how- 
heavily  this  befell  to  the  poor  gentlewoman  :  there  she 
lost  a  noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love  toward  her 
ever  most  kind  and  natural ;  with  him,  the  portion  and 
sinew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage-dowry  ;  with  both, 
her  combinate  husband,  this  well-seeming  Angelo. 
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Isab.  Can  this  be  so  ?  did  Angelo  so  leave  her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dried  not  one  of  them 
with  his  comfort ;  swallowed  his  vows  whole,  pretending 
in  her  discoveries  of  dishonor  :  in  few,  bestowed  her  on 
her  own  lamentation,  which  she  yet  wears  for  his  sake  ; 
and  he,  a  marble  to  her  tears,  is  washed  with  them,  but 
relents  not. 

Isab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death  to  take  this  poor 
maid  from  the  world  !  What  corruption  in  this  life,  that 
it  will  let  this  man  live! —  But  how  out  of  this  can  she 
avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  easily  heal :  and 
the  cure  of  it  not  only  saves  your  brother,  but  keeps  you 
from  dishonor  in  doing  it. 

Isab.  Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  forenamed  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  con- 
tinuance of  her  tirst  affection  :  his  unjust  unkindness, 
that  in  all  reason  should  have  quenched  her  love,  hath, 
like  an  impediment  in  the  current,  made  it  more  violent 
and  unruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo  ;  answer  his  requiring 
with  a  plausible  obedience  ;  agree  with  his  demands  to 
the  point  ;  only  refer  yourself  to  this  advantage, —  first, 
that  your  stay  with  him  may  not  be  long  ;  that  the  time 
may  have  all  shadow  and  silence  in  it ;  and  the  place 
answer  to  convenience.  This  being  granted  in  course, 
now  follows  all  :  —  we  shall  advise  this  wronged  maid  to 
stead  up  your  appointment,  go  in  your  place  ;  if  the 
encounter  acknowledge  itself  hereafter,  it  may  compel 
him  to  her  recompense  :  and  here,  by  this,  is  your  brother 
saved,  your  honor  untainted,  the  poor  Mariana  advan- 
taged, and  the  corrupt  deputy  scaled.  The  maid  will  I 
frame  and  make  fit  for  his  attempt.  If  you  think  well 
to  carry  this  as  you  may,  the  doubleness  of  the  benefit 
defends  the  deceit  from  reproof.     What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Isab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already  ;  and  I 
trust  it  will  grow  to  a  most  prosperous  perfection. 

Duke.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up.  Haste  you 
speedily  to  Angelo  :  if  for  this  night  he  entreat  you  to  his 
bed,  give  him  promise  of  satisfaction.  I  will  presently  to 
Saint  Luke's  :  there,  at  the  moated  grange,  resides  this 
dejected  Mariana.  At  that  place  call  upon  me  ;  and  dis- 
patch with  Angelo,  that  it  may  be  quickly, 
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Isab.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort.  Fare  you  well, 
good  father.  {Exeunt  severally. 

Scene  II.      The  street  before  the  prison. 

Enter,  on    one  side,    Duke  disguised  as  before ;  on  the 
other.  Elbow,  and  Officers  with  Pompev. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  that  you 
will  needs  buy  and  sell  men  and  women  like  beasts,  we 
shall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and  white  bastard. 

Duke.  O  heavens  !  what  stuff  is  here  ? 

Pom.  'Twas  never  merry  world  since,  of  two  usuries, 
the  merriest  was  put  down,  and  the  worser  allowed  b) 
order  of  law  a  furred  gown  to  keep  hnn  warm  ;  aiul 
furred  with  fox  and  lamb-skins  too,  to  signify,  that  craft, 
being  richer  than  innocency,  stands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  sir. —  Bless  you,  good  father 
friar. 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father.  What  offense 
hath  this  man  made  you,  sir  } 

Elb.  Marry,  sir,  he  hath  offended  the  law  :  and,  sir,  we 
take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  sir  ;  for  we  have  found  upon 
him,  sir,  a  strange  picklock,  which  we  have  sent  to  the 
deputy. 

Duke.  Fie,  sirrah  !  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd  ! 
The  evil  that  thou  causest  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.     Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw  or  clothe  a  back 
From  such  a  tilthy  vice  :  say  to  thyself, — 
From  their  abominable  and  beastly  touches. 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myself,  and  live. 
Canst  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 
So  stinkingly  depending  ?     Go  mend,  go  mend. 

PoJH.  Indeed,  it  does  stink  in  some  sort,  sir  ;  but  yet, 
sir,  I  would  prove  — 

Duke.  Nay,    if   the    devil    have   given    thee  proofs  for 
sin, 
Thou  wilt  prove  his. —  Take  him  to  prison,  officer  : 
Correction  and  instruction  must  both  work 
Ere  this  rude  beast  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  must  before  the  deputy,  sir;  he  has  given  hiro 
warning  :  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a  whoremaster  :  if  he 
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be  a  whoremonger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were  as 
good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  some  would  seem  to  be, 
Free  from  our  faults,  as  from  faults  seeming  free  ! 

Elb.  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waist, —  a  cord,  sir. 

Pom.  I  spy  comfort  ;  I  cry,  bail !  Here's  a  gentleman 
and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Enter  LUCIO. 

Lticio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  !  What,  at  the  wheels 
of  Cassar  !  art  thou  led  in  triumph  .''  What,  is  there  none 
of  Pygmalion's  images,  newly-made  woman,  to  be  had 
now,  for  putting  the  hand  in  the  pocket  and  extracting  it 
clutched  ?  What  reply,  ha  .-*  What  sayest  thou  to  this 
tune,  matter,  and  method  ?  Is't  not  drowned  i'  the  last 
rain,  ha  }  What  sayest  thou  to't  ?  Is  the  world  as  it  was, 
man?  Which  is  the  way. ^  Is  it  sad,  and  few  words  ?  or 
how  ?  The  trick  of  it  } 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus  ;  still  worse  ! 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morsel,  thy  mistress  ?  Pro- 
cures she  still,  ha  .'' 

Pom.  Troth,  sir,  she  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef,  and 
she  is  herself  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good  ;  it  is  the  right  of  it  ;  it  must  be 
so :  ever  your  fresh  whore  and  your  powdered  bawd  :  an 
unshunned  consequence  ;  it  must  be  so.  Art  going  to 
prison,  Pompey  } 

Pom.  Yes,  faith,  sir. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  not  amiss,  Pompey.  Farewell  :  go, 
say  I  sent  thee  thither.     For  debt,  Pompey  ?  or  how.? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then,  imprison  him  :  if  imprisonment  be 
the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right :  bawd  is  he  doubt- 
less, and  of  antiquity  too;  bawd-born. —  Farewell,  good 
Pompey.  Commend  me  to  the  prison,  Pompey:  you 
will  turn  good  husband  now,  Pompey ;  you  will  keep  the 
house. 

Pom.  I  hope,  sir,  your   good  worship  will    be  my  bail. 

Lucio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey  ;  it  is  not  the 
wear.  I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  increase  your  bondage : 
if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your  mettle  is  the  more. 
Adieu,  trusty  Pompey. —  Bless  you,  friar. 
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Duke.  And  jou. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  still,  Ponipey,  ha  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir  ;  come. 

Pom.  You  will  not  bail  me,  then,  sir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey,  nor  now. —  What  news  abroad, 
friar  .-*  what  news  .'* 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir  ;  come. 

Lucio.  Go, —  to  kennel,  Pompey,  go.  \Exeunt  Elbow, 
ajiil  Officers  with  Pompey.]  What  news,  friar,  of  the 
duke  } 

Duke.    I  know  none.     Can  you  tell  me  of  any? 

Lucio.  Some  say  he  is  with  the  Emperor  of  Russia  ; 
other  some,  he  is  in  Rome:  but   where  is  he,  think  you.'' 

Duke.  I  know  not  where  ;  but  wheresoever,  I  wish  him 
well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantastical  trick  of  him  to  steal 
from  his  state,  and  usurp  the  beggary  he  was  ne\'er  born 
to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his  absence ;  he  puts 
transgression  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in't. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do  no 
harm  in  him  :  something  too  crabbed  that  way,  friar. 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  severity  must  cure 
it. 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  the  vice  is  of  a  great  kin- 
dred ;  it  is  well  allied  :  but  it  is  impossible  to  extirp  it 
quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down. 
They  say  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by  man  and 
woman,  after  the  downright  way  of  creation  :  is  it  true, 
think  you  } 

Duke.  How  should  he  be  made,  then  ? 

Lucio.  Some  report  a  sea-maid  spawned  him  ;  some, 
that  he  was  begot  between  two  stock-fishes.  But  it  is 
certain  that,  when  he  makes  water,  his  urine  is  congealed 
ice;  that  I  know  to  be  true:  and  he  is  a  motion  ungen- 
erative ;  that's  infallible. 

Duke.  You  are  pleasant,  sir,  and  speak  apace. 

Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthless  thing  is  this  in  him,  for 
the  rebellion  of  a  codpiece  to  take  away  the  life  of  a  man  ! 
Would  the  duke  that  is  absent  hrive  done  this?  Ere  he 
would  have  hanged  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hundred  bas- 
tards, he  would  have  paid  for  the  nursing   a  thousand  : 
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he  had  some  feeling  of  the  sport ;  he  knew  the  service, 
and  that  instructed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  absent  duke  much  detected 
for  women  ;  he  was  not  incHned  that  way. 

Lttcio.  O,  sir,  you  are  deceived . 

Duke.  'Tis  not  possible. 

Lucio.  Who,  not  the  duke  .''  yes,  your  beggar  of  fifty  , 
and  his  use  was  to  put  a  ducat  in  her  clack-dish  :  the 
duke  had  crotchets  in  him.  He  would  be  drunk  too  , 
that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong,  surely. 

Lucio.  Sir.  I  was  an  inward  of  his.  A  sly  fellow  was 
the  duke  :  and  I  believe  I  know  the  cause  of  his  with- 
drawing. 

Duke.  What,  I  prithee,  might  be  the  cause.? 

Lucio.  No, —  pardon;  'tis  a  secret  must  be  locked 
within  the  teeth  and  the  lips  :  but  this  I  can  let  you  un- 
derstand,—  the  greater  file  of  the  subject  held  the  duke 
to  be  wise. 

Duke.  Wise  !  why,  no  question  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  A  very  superficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mistaking: 
the  very  stream  of  his  life  and  the  business  he  hath 
helmed  must,  upon  a  warranted  need,  give  him  a  better 
proclamation.  Let  him  be  but  testimonied  in  his  own 
bringings-forth,  and  he  shall  appear  to  the  envious  a 
scholar,  a  statesman,  and  a  soldier.  Therefore  you 
speak  unskillfully ;  or  if  your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is 
much  darkened  in  your  malice. 

Lticio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  knowl- 
edge with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.  Come,  sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  since  you  know  not 
what  you  speak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return, —  as  our 
prayers  are  he  may, —  let  me  desire  you  to  make  your 
answer  before  him.  If  it  be  honest  you  have  spoke,  you 
have  courage  to  maintain  it :  I  am  bound  to  call  upon 
you  ;  and,l  pray  you,  your  name  .? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio  ;  well  known  to  the  duke. 

Duke.  He  shall  know  you  better,  sir,  if  I  may  live  to 
report  you. 
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Liicio.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no  more  ;  or 
you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  opposite.  But,  inch  cd, 
I  can  do  you  little  harm  ;  you'll  forswear  this  again. 

Lucio.  I'll  be  hanged  hrst :  thou  art  deceived  in  me, 
friar.  But  no  more  of  this.  Canst  thou  tell  if  Claudio 
die  to-morrow  or  no  } 

Duke.  Why  should  he  die,  sir.-* 

Lucio.  Why,  for  tilling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-dish.  1 
would  the  duke  we  talk  of  were  returned  again  :  this  un- 
genitured  agent  will  unpeople  the  province  with  conti- 
nency  ;  sparrows  must  not  build  in  his  house-eaves,  be- 
cause they  are  lecherous.  The  duke  yet  would  have 
dark  deeds  darkly  answered  ;  he  would  never  bring  them 
to  light  :  would  he  were  returned  !  Marry,  this  Claudio 
is  condenmed  for  untrussing.  Farfwell,  good  friar:  I 
prithee,  pray  for  me.  The  duke,  1  say  to  thee  again, 
would  eat  mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  not  past  it  yet  ;  and 
I  say  to  thee,  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  though  she 
smelt  brown  bread  and  garlic  :  say  that  I  said  so.  Fare- 
well. \Exit. 

Duke.  No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  scape  ;  back-wounding  calumnv 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes.     What  king  so  strong 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue.?  — 
But  who  comes  here  .'' 

Enter  ESCALUS,  Provost,  and  Officers  tinth  MISTRESS 
Overdone. 

Escal.  Go ;  away  with  her  to  prison  ! 

Mrs.  Ov.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me;  your  honoris 
accounted  a  merciful  man  ;  good  my  lord. 

Escal.  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  still  forfeit  in 
the  same  kind  ?  This  would  make  mercy  swear  and  play 
the  tyrant. 

/';■('?'.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years'  continuance,  may  it 
please  your  honor. 

Mrs.  Ot.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  information 
against  me.  Mistress  Kate  Keep-down  was  with  child 
by  him  in  the  duke's  time;  he  promised  her  marriage: 
his  child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old,  come  Philip  and 
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Jacob  :  I  have  kept  it  myself ;  and  see  how  he  goes  about 
to  abuse  me ! 

Escal.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  license:  —  let 
him  be  called  before  us. —  Away  with  her  to  prison  !  —  Go 
to ;  no  more  words.  [Exetent  Officers  with  Mistress 
Ov.]  Provost,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be  altered ; 
Claudio  must  die  to-morrow  :  let  him  be  furnished  with 
divines,  and  have  all  charitable  preparation.  If  my 
brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it  should  not  be  so  with 
him. 

Prov.  So  please  you,  this  friar  hath  been  with  him,  and 
advised  him  for  the  entertainment  of  death. 

Escal.  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke.  Bliss  and  goodness  on  you  ! 

Escal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance  is  now 
To  use  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  late  come  from  the  See 
In  special  business  from  his  holiness. 

Escal.  What  news  abroad  i'  the  world  ? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  so  great  a  fever  on  good- 
ness, that  the  dissolution  of  it  must  cure  it :  novelty  is 
only  in  request ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in  any 
kind  of  course,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  constant  in  any  un- 
dertaking :  there  is  scarce  truth  enough  alive  to  make 
societies  secure ;  but  security  enough  to  make  fellow- 
ships accursed:  —  much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wisdom 
of  the  world.  This  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every 
day's  news.  I  pray  you,  sir,  of  what  disposition  was  the 
duke. 

Escal.  One  that,  above  all  other  strifes,  contended 
especially  to  know  himself. 

Duke.  What  pleasure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Escal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  see  another  merry,  than 
merry  at  any  thing  which  professed  to  make  him  rejoice  : 
a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  leave  we  him  to  his 
events,  with  a  prayer  they  may  prove  prosperous  ;  and  let 
me  desire  to  know  how  you  find  Claudio  prepared.  I 
am  made  to  understand  that  you  have  lent  him  visita- 
tion. 

Duke.  He     professes    to    have    received    no    sinister 

measure  from  his  judge,  but  most  willingly  humbles  him- 
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self  to  the  determination  of  justice:  yet  had  he  framed  to 
himself,  by  the  instruction  of  his  frailty,  many  deceiving 
promises  of  life  ;  which  I,  by  my  good  leisure,  have  dis- 
credited to  him,  and  now  is  he  resolved  to  die. 

Escal.  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  function,  and 
the  prisoner  the  \ery  debt  of  your  calling.  1  have  labor- 
ed for  the  poor  gentleman  t<j  the  extremesl  shore  of  my 
modesty  :  but  my  i)rother  justice  have  I  found  so  severe, 
that  he  hath  forced  me  to  tell  him  he  is  indeed  Justice. 

Dukt-.  If  his  own  life  answer  the  straitness  of  his  pro- 
ceeding, it  shall  become  him  well ;  wherein  if  he  chance 
to  fail,  he  hath  sentenced  himself. 

EsciiL  I  am  going  to  visit  the  prisoner.     Fare  you  well. 

Duke.  Peace  be  with  you  ! 

\Exeunt  Escalus  and  Provost. 
He  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe  ; 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know, 
Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go  ; 
More  nor  less  to  others  paying 
Than  by  self-offenses  weighing. 
Shame  to  him  whose  cruel  striking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking! 
Twice  treble  shame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow ! 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  side ! 
How  may  likeness  wade  in  crimes. 
Making  practice  on  the  times. 
To  draw  with  idle  spiders'  strings 
Most  ponderous  and  substantial  things  ! 
Craft  against  vice  I  must  apply : 
With  Angelo  to-night  shall  lie 
His  old  betrothed  but  despis'd  ; 
So  disguise  shall,  by  th'  disguis'd, 
Pay  with  falsehood  false  exacting. 
And  perform  an  old  contracting.  {Exit 
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ACT     IV. 

Scene  I.    Before  Mariana's  house. 

Mariana  discovered  sifting  ;  a  Boy  singing. 

Song. 

Take,  O,  take  those  lips  away. 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn  ; 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day. 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn  : 
But  my  kisses  bring  again. 

Bring  again  ; 
Seals  of  love,  but  seal'd  in  vain, 
Seal'd  in  vain. 
Mari.  Break  off  thy  song,  and  haste  thee  quick  away : 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whose  advice 
Hath  often  still'd  my  brawling  discontent.         \_Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Duke  disguised  as  before. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  sir ;  and  well  could  wish 

You  had  not  found  me  here  so  musical : 

Let  me  excuse  me,  and  believe  me  so, — 

My  mirth  it  much  displeas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  woe. 

Duke.  'Tis  good  ;  though  music  oft  hath  such  a  charm 
To  make  bad  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. — 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  inquired  for  me   here 
to-day .''  much  upon  this  time  have   I   promised  here   to 
meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  inquired  after  :  I  have  sat 
here  all  day. 

Duke.  \  do  constantly  believe  you. —  The  time  is  come 
even  now.  I  shall  crave  your  forbearance  a  little  :  may 
be  I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for  some  advantage  to  your- 
self. 

Mari.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  \^Exit. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  welcome. 
"What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy  .'' 

Isab.   He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick, 
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Whose  western  side  is  with  a  vineyard  hack'd  ; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  key  : 
This  other  doth  command  a  Httle  door 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads ; 
There  have  I  made  my  promise 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night 
To  call  upon  him. 

Duke'.   But  shall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way  ? 

Isad.  I've  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't: 
With  whispering  and  most  guilty  diligence, 
In  action  all  of  precept,  he  did  show  me 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you  greed  concerning  her  observance  ? 

Isab.    No,  none,  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark  ; 
And  that  I  have  possess'd  him  my  most  stay 
Can  be  but  brief ;  for  I  have  made  him  know 
I  have  a  servant  comes  with  me  along. 
That  stays  upon  me  ;  whose  persuasion  is 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  borne  up, 

I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this. —  What,  ho  !  within  !  come  forth  ! 

Re-enter   Mariana. 

I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  with  this  maid  ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Isab.  I  do  desire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  persuade  yourself  that  I  respect  you  ? 

Mart.  Good  friar,  I  know  you  do,  and  oft  have  found  it. 

Duke.  Take,  then,  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 
Who  hath  a  story  ready  for  your  ear. 
I  shall  attend  your  leisure  :  but   make  haste  ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mart.  Will'i  please  you  walk  aside  ? 

[Exeunt  Mariana  and  Isabella. 

Duke.  O  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee  !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  quests 
Upon  thy  doings  !  thousand  scapes  of  wit 
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Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dreams, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies  ! 

Re-enter  Mariana  and  Isabella. 

Welcome  I    How  greed  ? 

Isab.  She'll  take  the  enterprise  upon  her,  father. 
If  you  advise  it. 

Duke.  'Tis  not  my  consent. 

But  my  entreaty  too. 

Isab.  Little  have  you  to  say 

When  you  depart  from  him,  but,  soft  and  low, 
"  Remember  now  my  brother." 

Mari.  Feai"  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all. 
He  is  your  husband  on  a  pre-contract  : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  sin, 
Sith  that  the  justice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourish  the  deceit.     Come,  let  us  go : 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tilth's  to  sow.       {Exeunt. 

Scene  n.     A  room  in  the  prison. 
Enter  Provost   and  POMPEY, 

Prov.  Come  hither,  sirrah.  Can  you  cut  off  a  man's 
head  ? 

Pom.  If  the  man  be  a  bachelor,  sir,  I  can  ;  but  if  he  be 
a  married  man,  he's  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can  never  cut 
off  a  woman's  head. 

Prov.  Come,  sir,  leave  me  your  snatches,  and  yield  me 
a  direct  answer.  To-morrow  morning  are  to  die  Claudio 
and  Barnardine.  Here  is  in  our  prison  a  common  execu- 
tioner, who  in  his  office  lacks  a  helper  :  if  you  will  take  it 
on  you  to  assist  him,  it  shall  redeem  you  from  your  gyves; 
it  not,  you  shall  have  your  full  time  of  imprisonment,  and 
your  deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whipping,  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious  bawd. 

Potn.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd  time  out  of 
mind  ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hang- 
man. I  would  be  glad  to  receive  some  instruction  from 
my  fellow-partner. 

Prov.  What,  ho,  Abhorson  !  Where's  Abhorson,  there  ? 
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Enit-r  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Prov.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to-morrow 
in  your  execution.  If  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with 
him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you  ;  if  not, 
use  him  for  the'  present,  and  dismiss  him.  He  cannot 
plead  his  estimation  with  you;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

AbJtor.  A  bawd,  sir  !  tie  upon  him  !  he  will  discredit 
our  mystery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  sir;  you  weigh  equally;  a  feather  will 
turn  the  scale.  [  Exit. 

Pom.  Pray,  sir,  by  your  good  favor, —  for  surely,  sir,  a 
good  favor  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  look, 
—  do  you  call,  sir,  your  occupation  a  mystery  .i* 

Abhor.  Ay,  sir  ;  a  mystery. 

Po)n.  Painting,  sir,  I  have  heard  say,  is  a  mystery  ;  and 
your  whores,  sir,  being  members  of  my  occupation,  using 
painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a  mystery  :  but  what 
mystery  there  should  be  in  hanging,  if  I  should  be  hanged, 
I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  mystery. 

PoDi.  Proof } 

Abhor.  Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief:  if  it 
be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true  man  thinks  it  big 
enough  ;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief,  your  thief  thinks 
it  little  enough  :  so  ever}'  true  man's  apparel  fits  your 
thief. 

Re-enter  Provost. 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  .' 

Pom.  Sir,  I  will  serve  him  ;  for  I  do  find  your  hangman 
is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd, —  he  doth 
oftener  ask  forgiveness. 

Prov.  You,  sirrah,  provide  your  block  and  your  ax 
to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  bawd  ;  I  will  instruct  thee  in  my 
trade ;  follow. 

Pom.  I  do  desire  to  learn,  sir  :  and  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occasion  to  use  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  shall  find  me 
yare ;  for,  truly,  sir,  for  your  kindness  I  owe  you  a  good 
turn. 
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Prov.  Call  hither  Barnardine  and  Claudio  : 

[Exeunt  Ponipcy  and  Abhor  son. 
Th'  one  has  my  pity  ;  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  a  murderer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death  : 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  made  immortal.      Where's  Barnardine  ? 

Claud.   As  fast  lock'd  up  in  sleep  as  guiltless  labor 
When  it  lies  starkly  in  the  traveler's  bones  :_ 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  } 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourself.     [Knocking  tui't/u'n.']     But, 

hark,  what  noise  }  — ■ 
Heaven  give  your  spirits  comfort !    [Exit  Claudw.]     By 

and  by  !  — 
I  hope  it  is  some  pardon  or  reprieve 
For  the  most  gentle  Claudio. 

Enter  Duke  disguised  as  before. 

Welcome,  father. 

Duke.  The  best  and  wholesom'st  spirits  of  the  night 
Envelop  you,  good  provost !  Who  call'd  here  of  late? 

Prov.  None,  since  the  curfew  rung. 

Duke.  Not  Isabel  } 

Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will,  then,  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  } 

Duke.  There's  some  in  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy, 

Duke.  Not  so,  not  so  ;  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  the  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  justice : 
He  doth  with  holy  abstinence  subdue 
That  in  himself  which  he  spurs  on  his  power 
To  qualify  in  others  :  were  he  meal'd  with  that 
Which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyrannous  ; 
But  this  being  so,  he's  just.  [Knocking  within. 

Now  are  they  come. 

[Exit  Provost. 
This  is  a  gentle  provost :  seldom-when 
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The  Steeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men.  [k'nocktng  rvithin. 
How  now  !  what  noise  ?  That  spirit's  possess'd  with  haste 
That  wounds  th'  unsisting  postern  with  these  strokes. 

Re-enter  Provost. 

PrcnK  \speiiktHg  to  one  at  the  door^^    There  he  must 
stay  until  the  officer 
Arise  to  let  him  in  :  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet. 
But  he  must  die  to-morrow.'' 

Prov.  None,  sir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  provost,  as  it  is, 
You  shall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

ProiK  Happily 

You  something  know  ;  yet  I  believe  there  comes 
No  countermand  ;  no  such  example  have  we  : 
Besides,  upon  the  very  siege  of  justice. 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  public  ear 
Profess'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

This  is  his  lordship's  man. 

Duke.  And  here  comes  Claudio's  pardon. 

Mes.  \gi'i'^'>ig  a  pape)-]  My  lord  hath  sent  you  this 
note  ;  and  by  me  this  further  charge, —  that  you  swerve 
not  from  the  smallest  article  of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter, 
or  other  circumstance.  Good  morrow  ;  for,  as  I  take  it, 
it  is  almost  day. 

Prov.  I  shall  obey  him.  \Exit  Messenger. 

Duke.  \aside^  This  is  his  pardon,  purchas'd  by  such  sin 
For  which  the  pardoner  himself  is  in. 
Hence  hath  offense  his  quick  celerity, 
When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority  : 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended, 
That  for  the  fault's  love  is  th'  offender  friended. — 
Now,  sir,  what  news  } 

Prov.  I  told  you  :  Lord  Angelo,  belike  thinking  me  re- 
miss in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  this  unwonted  put- 
ting-on  ;  methinks  strangely,  for  he  hath  not  used  it  be- 
fore. 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear. 
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Prov.  [reads] 

"  Whatsoever  you  may  hear  to  the  contrary,  let  Claudio 
be  executed  by  four  of  the  clock  ;  and  in  the  afternoon 
Barnardine  :  for  my  better  satisfaction,  let  me  have 
Claudio's  head  sent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  per- 
formed ;  with  a  thought  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we 
must  yet  deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  office,  as  you 
will  answer  it  at  your  peril." 

Wiiat  say  you  to  this,  sir .'' 

Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine  who  is  to  be  executed 
in  the  afternoon  ? 

Prov.  A  Bohemian  born,  but  here  nursed  up  and  bred  ; 
one  that  is  a  prisoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it  that  the  absent  duke  !iad  not  either 
delivered  him  to  his  liberty  or  executed  him.''  I  have 
heard  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  so. 

Prov.  His  friends  still  wrought  reprieves  for  him  :  and, 
indeed,  his  fact,  till  now  in  the  government  of  Lord 
Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof. 

Duke.  It  is  now  apparent.' 

Prov.  Most  manifest,  and  not  denied  by  himself. 

Duke.  Hath  he  borne  himself  penitently  in  prison? 
how  seems  he  to  be  touched  .'' 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dread- 
fully but  as  a  drunken  sleep  ;  careless,  reckless,  and  fear- 
less of  what's  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  insensible  of 
mortality,  and  desperately  mortal. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Prov.  He  will  hear  none  :  he  hath  evermore  had  the 
liberty  of  the  prison  ;  give  him  leave  to  escape  hence,  he 
would  not :  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not  many  days 
entirely  drunk.  We  have  very  oft  awaked  him,  as  if  to 
carry  him  to  execution,  and  showed  him  a  seeming  warrant 
for  it  :  it  hath  not  moved  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in  your 
brow,  provost,  honesty  and  constancy :  if  *\  read  it  not 
truly,  my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me  ;  but,  in  the  boldness 
of  my  cunning,  I  will  lay  myself  in  hazard.  Claudio, 
whom  here  you  have  warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater 
forfeit  to  the  law  than  Angelo,  who  hath  sentenced  him. 
To  make  you  understand  this  in  a  manifested  effect,  I 
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crave  but  four  days'  respite;  for  tlie  which  you  are  to  do 
me  both  a  present  and  a  dangerous  courtesy. 

Pro"J.  Pray,  sir,  in  what  ? 

Duke.  In  the  delaying  death. 

Prov.  Alack,  how  may  I  do  it,- — having  the  hour 
limited,  and  an  express  command,  under  penalty,  to 
deliver  his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo.?  I  may  make 
my  case  as  Claudio's,  to  cross  this  in  the  smallest. 

Duke.  By  the  vow  of  mine  order  I  warrant  you,  if  my 
instructions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this  Barnardine  be 
this  morning  executed,  and  his  head  borne  to  Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  seen  them  both,  and  will  discover 
the  favor. 

Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  disguiser ;  and  you  may  add 
to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  trim  the  beard  ;  and  say  it 
was  the  desire  of  the  penitent  to  be  so  bared  before  his 
death  :  you  know  the  course  is  common.  If  any  thing 
fall  to  you  upon  this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  fortune, 
by  the  saint  whom  I  profess,  I  will  plead  against  it  with 
my  life. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  good  father  ;  it  is  against  my  oath. 

Duke.  Were  you  sworn  to  the  duke,  or  to  the  deputy  } 

Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  substitutes. 

Duke.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  offense,  if  the 
duke  avouch  the  justice  of  your  dealing? 

Prov.   But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Duke.  Not  a  reseml)lance,  but  a  certainty.  Yet  since  I 
see  you  fearful  that  neither  my  coat,  integrity,  nor  persua- 
sion can  with  ease  attempt  you,  I  will  go  further  than  I 
meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you.  Look  you,  sir,  here 
is  the  hand  and  seal  of  the  duke  :  you  know  the  charac- 
ter, I  doubt  not ;  and  the  signet  is  not  strange  to  you. 

Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the  duke; 
you  shall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleasure ;  where  you 
shall  find,  within  these  two  days  he  will  be  here.  This  is 
a  thing  that  Angelo  knows  not ;  for  he  this  very  day  re- 
ceives letters  of  strange  tenor ;  perchance  of  the  duke's 
death,  perchance  entering  into  some  monastery,  but  by 
chance  nothing  of  what  is  writ. —  Look,  the  unfolding 
star  calls  up  the  shepherd.  Put  not  yourself  into  amaze- 
ment how  these  things  should   be  :  all  difficulties  are  but 
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easy  when  they  are  known.  Call  your  executioner,  and 
off  with  Barnardine's  head :  I  will  give  him  a  present 
shrift,  and  advise  him  for  a  better  place.  Yel  you  are 
amazed ;  but  this  shall  absolutely  resolve  you.  Come 
away ;  it  is  almost  clear  dawn.  \Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     Another  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Pompey. 

Pom.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here  as  I  was  in  our 
house  of  profession  :  one  would  think  it  were  Mistress 
Overdone's  own  house,  for  here  be  many  of  her  old 
customers.  First,  here's  young  Master  Rash  ;  he's  in  for 
a  commodity  of  brown  paper  and  old  ginger,  nine-score 
and  seventeen  pounds ;  of  which  he  made  live  marks, 
ready  money  :  marry,  then  ginger  was  not  much  in  request, 
for  the  old  women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here 
one  Master  Caper,  at  the  suit  of  Master  Three-pile  the 
mercer,  for  some  four  suits  of  peach-colored  satin,  which 
now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  have  we  here  young 
Dizzy,  and  young  Master  Deep-vow,  and  Master  Copper- 
spur,  and  Master  Starve-lackev  the  rapier-and-dagger- 
man,  and  young  Drop-heir  that  killed  lusty  Pudding,  and 
Master  Forthright  the  tilter,  and  brave  Master  Shoe-tie 
the  great  traveler,  and  wild  Half-can  that  stabbed  Pots, 
and,  I  think,  forty  more  ;  all  great  doers  in  our  trade,  and 
are  now  "  for  the  Lord's  sake." 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

Pom.  Master  Barnardine  !  you  must  rise  and  be  hang- 
ed. Master  Barnardine ! 

Abhor.  What,  ho,  Barnardine  ! 

Bar.  \wtth/n]  A  pox  o'  your  throats  !  Who  makes 
that  noise  there .''     What  are  you  .'' 

Pom.  Your  friend,  sir  ;  the  hangman.  You  must  be  so 
good,  sir,  to  rise  and  be  put  to  death. 

Bar.  [w/th/n^  Away,  you  rogue,  away  !    I  am  sleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him  he  must  awake,  and  that  quickly  too. 

Pom,  Pray,  Master  Barnardine,  awake  till  you  are 
executed,  and  sleep  afterwards. 
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AbJior.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 
Pom.  He  is  coming,  sir.  he  is  coming;   1  hear  his  straw 
rustle. 

Abhor.  Is  the  ax  upon  the  i)lock,  sirrah  ? 
Pom.  Very  ready,  sir. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Bar.  How  now,  Abhorson  !  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  sir,  1  would  desire  you  to  clap  into  your 
prayers  ;  lor,  look  you,  the  warrant's  come. 

Bar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night ;  1  am 
not  fitted  for't. 

PoDi.  O,  the  better,  sir ;  for  he  that  drinks  all  night, 
and  is  hanged  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  sleep  the 
sounder  all  the  next  day. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  sir ;  here  comes  your  ghostly  father  : 
do  we  jest  now,  ihink  you  } 

Enter  Duke  disguised  as  before. 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing  how 
hastily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advise  you,  com- 
fort you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Bar.  Friar,  noi  I  :  1  have  been  drinking  hard  all  night, 
and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  shall 
beat  out  my  brains  with  billets:  I  will  not  consent  to  die 
this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duke.  O,  sir,  you  must  :  and  therefore  I  beseech  you 
Look  forward  on  the  journey  you  shall  go. 

Bar.  I  swear  1  will  not  die  to-day  for  any  man's  per- 
suasion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you, — 

Bar.  Not  a  word  :  if  you  have  any  thing  to  say  to  me, 
come  to  my  ward  ;  for  thence  will  not  I  to-day.        [Exit. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live  or  die  :  O  gravel  heart !  — 
After  him,  fellows  ;  bring  him  to  the  block. 

[Exeunt  Abhorsoji  and  Potnpey, 
Re-eft ter  Provost. 

Prov.  Now,  sir,  how  do  you  find  the  prisoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  death  ; 
And  to  transport  him  in  the  mind  he  is 
Were  damnable. 

Prov,  Here  in  the  prison,  father, 
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There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 

One  Ragozine,  a  most  notorious  pirate, 

A  man  of  Claudio's  years  ;  his  beard  and  head 

Just  of  his  color.     What  if  we  do  omit 

This  reprobate  till  he  were  well  inclin'd  ; 

And  satisfy  the  deputy  with  the  visage 

Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides  ! 
Dispatch  it  presently  ;  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefix'd  by  Angelo  :  see  this  be  done, 
And  sent  according  to  command  ;  whiles  I 
Persuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This  shall  be  done,  good  father,  presently. 
But  Barnardine  must  die  this  afternoon  : 
And  how  shall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  save  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duke.   Let  this  be  done, —  put  them  in  secret  holds. 
Both  Barnardine  and  Claudio  : 
Ere  twice  the  sun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  th' under  generation,  you  shall  find 
Your  safety  manifested. 

Prov.  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

Duke.  Quick,  dispatch, 

And  send  the  head  to  Angelo.  \Exit  Provost, 

Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provost,  he  shall  bear  them, —  whose  contents 
Shall  witness  to  him  I  am  near  at  home, 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publicly  :  him  I'll  desire 
To  meet  me  at  the  consecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city  ;  and  from  thence. 
By  cold  gradation  and  well-balanc'd  form, 
We  shall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Re-enter  Provost  with  Ragozine' s  head. 

Prov.  Here  is  the  head  ;  I'll  carry  it  myself. 

Duke.  Convenient  is  it.     Make  a  swift  return  ; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  such  things 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  speed.     [Exit. 

Isab.  \within"\  Peace,  ho,  be  here  ! 
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Duke.  The  tongue  of  Isabel.     She's  come  to  know 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither  : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comfort  of  despair, 
When  it  is  least  expected. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isab.  Ho,  by  your  leave  ! 

Duke.  Good    morning     to    you,    fair     and     gracious 
daughter. 

Isab.  The  better,  given  me  by  so  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  the  deputy  sent  my  brother's  pardon  .'' 

Duke.  He  hath  releas'd  him,  Isabel,  from  the  world: 
His  head  is  off,  and  sent  to  Angelo. 

Isab.   Nay,  but  it  is  not  so. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other  :  show  your  wisdom,  daughter, 
In  your  close  patience. 

Isab.  O,  I  will  to  him  and  pluck  out  his  eyes ! 

Duke.  You  shall  not  be  admitted  to  his  sight. 

Isab.   Unhappy  Claudio  !  wretched  Isabel ! 
Injurious  world  I  most  damned  Angelo  ! 

Duke.   This  nor  hurts  him  nor  profits  you  a  jot  ; 
Forbear  it  therefore  :  give  your  cause  to  heaven. 
Mark  what  I  say  to  you,  which  you  shall  find 
By  every  syllable  a  faithful  verity  : 

The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow  ;  —  nay,  dr}'  your  eyes : 
One  of  our  covent,  and  his  confessor. 
Gives  me  this  instance  :  already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Escalus  and  Angelo  ; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
There  to  give  up  their  power.     If  you  can,   pace   your 

wisdom 
In  that  good  path  that  I  would  wish  it  go  ; 
And  you  shall  have  your  bosom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  general  honor. 

Isab.  I'm  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter,  then,  to  Friar  Peter  give  ; 
'Tis  that  he  sent  me  of  the  duke's  return  : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  desire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  house  to-night.     Her  cause  and  yours 
I'll  perfect  him  withal ;  and  he  shall  bring  you 
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Before  the  duke  ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accuse  him  home  and  home.     For  my  poor  self, 
I  am  combined  by  a  sacred  vow, 
And  shall  be  absent.     Wend  you  with  this  letter  : 
Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart ;  trust  not  my  holy  order, 
If  I  pervert  your  course. —  Who's  here  ? 
Enter  LuciO. 

Lucio.  Good  even,  friar  :  where's  the  provost  ? 

Duke.    Not  within,  sir. 

Lucio.  O  pretty  Isabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart  to 
see  thine  eyes  so  red  :  thou  must  be  patient.  I  am  fain 
to  dine  and  sup  with  water  and  bran  ;  I  dare  not  for  my 
head  till  my  belly  ;  one  fruitful  meal  would  set  me  to't. 
But  they  say  the  duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my 
troth,  Isabel,  I  loved  thy  brother:  if  the  old  fantastical 
duke  of  dark  corners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  lived. 

{Exit  Isabella. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvelous  little  beholding  to 
your  reports ;  but  the  best  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knowest  not  the  duke  so  well  as  I 
do  :  he's  a  better  woodman  than  thou  takest  him  for. 

Duke.  Well,  you'll  answer  this  one  day.     Fare  ye  well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tarry;  I'll  go  along  with  thee:  I  can  tell 
thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already,  sir, 
if  they  be  true;  if  not  true,  none  were  enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench  with 
child. 

Duke.  Did  you  such  a  thing.'' 

Lucio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  I  was  fain  to  forswear 
it  ;  they  would  else  have  married  me  to  the  rotten  med- 
lar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honest.  Rest 
you  well. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  lane's  end  : 

if  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it.     Nay, 

friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr  ;   I  shall  stick.  [K.veu/it. 

Scene  IV.    A  room  in  Angelo 's  house. 

Enter  Angelo  and  ESCALUS. 

Escal,  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  disvouched  other. 
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Ani^'.  In  most  uneven  and  distracted  manner.  His 
actions  show  much  Hke  to  madness  :  pray  heaven  his 
wisdom  be  not  tainted  !  And  why  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
and  redehver  our  authorities  there  ? 

Escal.  I  guess  not. 

Ani;^.  And  why  should  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour  be- 
fore his  entering,  that  if  any  crave  redress  of  injustice, 
they  should  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the  street  ? 

Escal.  He  shows  his  reason  for  that;  —  to  have  a  dis- 
patch of  complaints,  and  to  deliver  us  from  the  vices  hereaf- 
ter, which  shall  then  have  no  power  to  stand  against  us. 

Ang.  Well,  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  proclaim'd  : 
Betimes  i'  the  morn  I'll  call  you  at  your  house  : 
Give  notice  to  such  men  of  sort  and  suit 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

Escal.  I  shall,  sir.     Fare  you  well. 

Ang.  Good  night.  [Exit  Escalus, 

This  deed  unshapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant, 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.     A  deflower'd  maid! 
And  by  an  eminent  body  that  enforc'd 
The  law  against  it !  But  that  her  tender  shame 
Will  not  proclaim  against  her  maiden  loss, 
How  might  she  tongue  me  !  Yet  reason  dares  her  no ; 
For  my  authority  bears  so  credent  bulk. 
That  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touch 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.     He  should  have  liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  sense. 
Might  in  the  times  to  come  have  ta'en  revenge. 
By  so  receiving  a  dishonor'd  life 

With  ransom  of  such  shame.      Would  yet  he  had  liv'd  ! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot. 
Nothing  goes  right, —  we  would,  and  we  would  not ! 

[Exit. 

Scene  V.     Fields  without  the  tmvn. 

Enter  Duke  in  his  own  habit,  and  Friar  Peter. 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me  :        {Giving 
The  provost  knows  our  purpose  and  our  plot.       letter s.\ 
The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  instruction. 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift ; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 

M.F.M.6J.]  V.    241. 


Act  IK]  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.  [Scene  y/. 

As  cause  doth  minister.     Go  call  at  Flaxius'  house, 
And  tell  him  where  I  stay  :  give  the  like  notice 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate  ; 
But  send  me  Flavius  first. 
J^rz.  P.  It  shall  be  speeded  well.  [£xi^. 

Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius  ;    thou    hast    made  good 
haste: 
Come,  we  will  walk.     There's  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius.         {Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     Street  near  the  city-gate. 
Enter  ISABELLA  ««rt^  Mariana. 

Isab.  To  speak  so  indirectly  I  am  loth : 
I'd  say  the  truth  ;  but  to  accuse  him  so. 
That  is  your  part :  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it ; 
He  says,  to  'vailful  purpose. 

Mari.  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

Isab.  Besides,  he  tells  me  that,  if  peradventure 
He  speak  against  me  on  the  adverse  side, 
I  should  not  think  it  strange  ;  for  'tis  a  physic 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 

Mari.  I  would  Friar  Peter  — 

Isab.  O,  peace  !  the  friar  is  come. 

Enter  Friar  Peter. 

Fri.  P.  Come,  I  have  found   you  out  a  stand  most  fit, 
Where  you  may  have  such  vantage  on  the  duke, 
He  shall  not  pass  you.  Twice  have  the  trumpets  sounded  ; 
The  generous  and  gravest  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  entering  :  therefore,  hence,  away  !    {Exeunt, 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     A  public  place  near  the  city-gate. 

Mariana  veiled,    Isabella,   and  Friar   Peter,  be- 
hind.   Enter,  from  one  side,  Duke  in  his  own  habit, 
Varrius,  Lords;    from    the  other,  Angelo, 
ESCALUS,  LuciO,  Provost,    Officers,  and 
Citizens. 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  cousin,  fairly  met  :  — 
Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we're  glad  to  see  you. 

p[^' J  [  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal  grace ! 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  than  kings  to  you  both. 
We've  made  inquiry  of  you  ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodness  of  your  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thanks. 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ani^.  You  make  my  bonds  still  greater. 

Duke.  O,    your   desert    speaks    loud  ;    and    I    should 
wrong  it, 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
When  it  deserves,  with  characters  of  brass, 
A  forted  residence  'gainst  the  tooth  of  time 
And  razure  of  oblivion.     Give  me  your  hand, 
And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favors  that  keep  within. —  Come,  Escalus  ; 
You  must  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand  :  — 
And  good  supporters  are  you. 

Friar  Peter  and  Isabella  come  forward. 

Fri.  P.  Now  is  your  time  :    speak  loud,  and  kneel  be- 
fore him. 

Isab.  Justice,  O  royal  duke !  Vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrong'd,  I'd  fain  have  said,  a  maid  ! 
O  worthy  prince,  dishonor  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me  justice,  justice,  justice,  justice  1 
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Duke.  Relate   your  wrongs  ;  in  what  ?  by  whom  ?   be 
brief. 
Here  is  Lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice  : 
Reveal  yourself  to  him. 

Isab.  O  worthy  duke, 

You  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  the  devil : 
Hear  me  yourself ;  for  that  which  I  must.speak 
Must  either  punish  me,  not  being  believ'd. 
Or  wring  redress  from  you  :    hear  me,  O,  hear  me,  here ! 

Ang.   My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm  : 
She  hath  been  a  suitor  to  me  for  her  brother 
Cut  off  by  course  of  justice, — 

Isab.  By  course  of  justice  ! 

Ang.  And  she  will  speak  most  bitterly  and  strange. 

Isab.   Most  strange,  but  yet  most  truly,  will  I  speak : 
That  Angelo's  forsworn  ;  is  it  not  strange .'' 
That  Angelo's  a  murderer  ;  is"t  not  strange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief, 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin-violator  ; 
Is  it  not  strange  and  strange  ? 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  strange. 

Isab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  strange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  th'  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her  !  —  poor  soul. 

She  speaks  this  in  th'  infirmity  of  sense. 

Isab.  O  prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'st 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world, 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd   with  madness  !  Make  not  impossible 
That  which  but  seems  unlike:  'tis  not  impossible 
But  one,  the  wicked 'st  caitiff  on  the  ground, 
May  seem  as  shy,  as  grave,  as  just,  as  absolute 
As  Angelo  ;  even  so  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dressings,  characts,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch-villain  ;  believe  it,  royal  prince  : 
If  he  be  less,  he's  nothing;  but  he's  more. 
Had  I  more  name  for  badness. 

Duke.  By  mine  honesty. 

If  she  be  mad, —  as  I  believe  no  other, — 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense, 
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Such  a  dependency  of  ihin*^  w\  thiii^, 
As  ne'er  I  heard  in  nKuhicss. 

Isab.  O  gracious  duke, 

Harp  not  on  that  ;  nor  do  not  banisii  reason 
For  inequality  ;  but  let  your  reason  serve 
To  make  the  truth  appear  where  it  seems  hid, 
And  hide  the  false  seems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mac 

Have,  sure,  more  lack  of  reason. — What  would  you  sa*   ' 

Isab.   I  am  the  sister  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn 'd  upon  the  act  of  fornication 
To  lose  his  head  ;  condenm'd  by  Angelo  : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  sisterhood. 
Was  sent  to  by  my  brother  ;  one  Lucio 
As  then  the  messenger, — • 

Lucio.  That's  I,  an't  like  your  gr&'-c  ' 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  desir'd   her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  Lord  Angelo 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Isab.  That's  he  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid   to  speak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  loni 

Nor  wish'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke.  I  wish  you  now%  then; 

Pray  you,  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  business  for  yourself,  pray  heaven  you  then 
Be  perfect. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  honor. 

Duke.  The  warrant's  for  yourself;  take  heed  to  it. 

Isab.  This  gentleman  told  somewhat  of  my  tale, — 

Lucio.    Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right  ;  but  you  are  i'  the  wrong 
To  speak  before  your  time. —  Proceed. 

Isab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy, — 

Duke.  That's  somewhat  madly  spoken. 

Isab.  Pardon  ;;  ; 

The  phrase  is  to  the  matter. 

Duke.    Mended  again.     The  matter  ;  —  proceed. 

Isab.   In  brief,^  to  set  the  needless  process  by, 
How  I  persuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refell'd  me,  and  how  I  replied, — 
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For  this  was  of  much  length, —  the  vile  conclusion 

I  now  begin  with  grief  and  shame  to  utter  : 

He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chaste  body 

To  his  concupiscible  intemperate  lust, 

Release  my  brother  ;  and,  after  much  debatement, 

INIy  sisterly  remorse  confutes  mine  honor, 

And  I  did  yield  to  him  :  but  the  next  morn  betimes, 

His  purpose  surfeiting,  he  sends  a  warrant 

For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  most  likely  ! 

Isab.  O,  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true  ! 

Duke.   By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know'st  not  what 
thou  speak 'st. 
Or  else  thou  art  suborn'd  against  his  honor 
In  hateful  practice.     First,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemish.     Next,  it  imports  no  reason 
That  with  such  vehemency  he  should  pursue 
Faults  proper  to  himself :  if  he  had  so  offended, 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himself. 
And  not  have  cut  him  off.     Some  one  hath  set  you  on: 
Confess  the  truth,  and  say  by  whose  advice 
Thou  cam'st  here  to  complain. 

Isab.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Then,  O  you  blessed  ministers  above, 
Keep  me  in  patience,  and  with  ripen'd  time 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 
In  countenance  ! —  Heaven  shield  your  grace  from  woe. 
As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go  ! 

Duke.  I  know  you'd  fain  be  gone. —  An  officer! 
To  prison  with  her! — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blasting  and  a  scandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  so  near  us  ?  This  needs  must  be  practice. — 
Who  knew  of  your  intent  and  coming  hither  ? 

Isab.  One  that  I  would  were  here.  Friar  Lodowick. 

Duke.    A    ghostly  father,  belike. —  Who    knows    that 
Lodowick  } 

Lucio.   My  lord,  I  know  him  ;  'tis  a  meddling  friar  ; 
I  do  not  like  the  man  :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  spake  against  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  swinge'd  him  soimdly. 

Duke.  Words  against  me  !  this'  a  good  friar,  belike  ! 
And  to  set  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
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Against  our  substitute  !  —  Let  this  friar  he  found. 

Lucio.  But  yesternight,  my  lord,  she  and  that  friar, 
I  saw  them  at  the  prison :  a  saucy  friar, 
A  very  scurvy  fellow. 

Fri.  P.  Bless'd  be  your  royal  grace  ! 

I  have  stood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd.     First,  hath  this  woman 
Most  wrongfully  accus'd  your  substitute, 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  soil  with  her 
As  she  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  less. 

Know  you  that  Friar  Lodowick  that  she  speaks  of  ? 

Fri.  P.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy  ; 
Not  scurvy,  nor  a  temporary  meddler. 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  ; 
And,  on  my  trust,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  misreport  your  grace. 

Lticio.   My  lord,  most  villainously  ;  believ^e  it. 

Fri.  P.  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  himself; 
But  at  this  instant  he  is  sick,  my  lord, 
Of  a  strange  fever.     Upon  his  mere  request, — 
Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
Intended  'gainst  Lord  Angelo, —  came  I  hither, 
To  speak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true  and  false  ;  and  what  he,  with  his  oath 
And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear. 
Whensoever  he's  convented.     First,  for  this  woman, — ■ 
To  justify  this  worthy  nobleman, 
So  vulgarly  and  personally  accus'd, — 
Her  shall  you  hear  disproved  to  her  eyes, 
Till  she  herself  confess  it. 

Duke.  Good  friar,  let's  hear  it. 

{^Isabella  is  carried  off  guarded  ;  afid  Mariana 
com  es  for  TV  a  rd. 
Do  you  not  smile  at  this,  Lord  Angelo  ?  — 
O  heaven,  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools  !  — 
Give  us  some  seats. —  Come,  cousin  Angelo  ; 
In  this  I'll  be  impartial ;  b.e  you  judge 
Of  your  own  cause. —  Is  this  the  witness,  friar.' 
First,  let  her  show  her  face,  and  after  speak. 

Mart.  Pardon,  my  lord  ;  I  will  not  show  my  face 
Until  my  husband  bid  me. 
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Duke.  What,  are  you  married  ? 

Mart.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Mart.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  widow,  then  ? 

Man'.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Why,  you 

Are  nothing,  then  :  —  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  she  may  be  a  punk  ;  for  many  of  them 
are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow  :  I  would  he  had  some  causa 
To  prattle  for  himself. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mart.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  I  ne'er  was  married ; 
And  I  confess,  besides,  I  am  no  maid  ; 
I've  known  my  husband;  yet  my  husband  knows  not 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He   was  drunk,  then,   my  lord :  it  can  be  no 
better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  silence,  would  thou  wert  so 
too  ! 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  is  no  witness  for  Lord  Angelo. 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord  : 
She  that  accuses  him  of  fornication, 
In  self-same  manner  doth  accuse  my  husband ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  such  a  time 
When  I'll  depose  I  had  him  in  mine  arms 
With  all  th'  effect  of  love. 

Ang.  Charges  she  more  than  me  ? 

Mari.  Not  that  I  know 

Duke.  No.''  you  say  your  husband. 

Mari.   Why,  just,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks  he  knows  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  body, 
But  knows  he  thinks  that  he  knew  Isabel's. 

Ang.  This  is  a  strange  abuse. —  Let's  see  thy  face. 

Mari.  My  husband  bids  me;  now  I  will  unmask. 

[  Unveiling. 
This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 
Which  once  tliou  svvor'st  was  worth  the  looking  on  ; 
This  is  the  hand  whirti,  with  a  vow'd  contract. 
Was  fast  bclock'd  in  thine;   this  is  the  bor'y 
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That  took  away  the  matcli  from  Isabel, 
And  c'.d  supply  thee  at  thy  garden-house 
In  her  imagin'd  person. 

Duke.  Know  \ou  this  woman  ? 

Lticio.   Carnally,  she  says. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more  ! 

Lua'o.  Enough,  my  lord. 

A7ii^.  My  lord,  I  must  confess  I  know  this  woman  : 
And  five  years  since  there  was  some  speech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  myself  and  her  ;  which  was  broke  off, 
Partly  for  that  her  promised  i)roportions 
Came  short  of  composition  ;  but  in  chief 
For  that  her  reputation  was  disvalu'd 
In  levity  :  since  which  time  of  five  years 
I  never  spake  with  her,  saw  her,  nor  heard  from  her, 
Upon  my  faith  and  honor. 

Mart.  Noble  prince. 

As  there  comes  light  from  heaven  and  words  from  breath. 
As  there  is  sense  in  truth  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  atfianc'd  this  man's  wife  as  strongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows  :  and,  my  good  lord. 
But  Tuesday  night  last  gone  in's  garden-house 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife.     As  this  is  true, 
Let  me  in  safety  raise  me  from  my  knees; 
Or  else  for  ever  l)e  confixed  here, 
A  marble  monument ! 

Ang.  I  did  but  smile  till  now: 

Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  scope  of  justice ; 
My  patience  here  is  touch 'd.     I  do  perceive 
These  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  instruments  of  some  more  mightier  member 
That  sets  them  on  :  let  me  have  way,  my  lord. 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart  ; 

And  punish  them  unto  your  height  of  pleasure. — 
Thou  foolish  friar;  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compact  with  her  that's  gone,  think'st  thou  thy  oaths, 
Though  they  would  swear  down  each  particular  saint. 
Were  testimonies  'gainst  his  worth  and  credit, 
That's  seal'd  in  approbation  ?  —  You.  Lord  Escalus, 
Sit  with  my  cousin  ;  lend   him  your  kind  pains 
To  find  out  this  abuse,  whence  'tis  deriv'd. — 
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There  is  another  friar  that  set  them  on  ; 
Let  him  be  sent  for. 

J^ri.  P.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord  !  for  he,  indeed. 
Hath  set  the  women  on  to  this  complaint : 
Your  provost  knows  the  place  where  he  abides, 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go  do  it  instantly.  S^Exit  Provost. 

And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  cousin, 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth. 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  seems  you  best, 
In  any  chastisement :  I  for  a  while  will  leave  you  ; 
But  stir  not  you  till  you  have  well  determin'd 
Upon  these  slanderers. 

Escal.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  throughly.  \Exit  Duke. 

Signior  Lucio,  did  not  you  say  you  knew  that  Friar  Lodo- 
wick  to  be  a  dishonest  person  ? 

Lucio.  Cuctilhcs  noji  facit  tnonachum :  honest  in 
nothing  but  in  his  clothes  ;  and  one  that  hath  spoke  most 
villainous  speeches  of  the  duke. 

Escal.  We  shall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he  come, 
and  enforce  them  against  him  :  we  shall  find  this  friar  a 
notable  fellow. 

Lucio:  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

Escal.  Call  that  same  Isabel  here  once  again  :  I  would 
speak  with  her.  S^Exit  an  Attenda7it.\  —  Pray  you,  my 
lord,  give  me  leave  to  question  ;  you  shall  see  how  I'll 
handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

Escal.  Say  you  } 

Lucio.  Marry,  sir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  her  privately, 
she  would  sooner  confess :  perchance,  publicly,  she'll  be 
ashamed. 

Escal.  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Lticio.  That's  the  way ;  for  women  are  light  at  mid- 
night. 

Re-enter  Officers  with  Isabella. 

Escal.  [to  Isab.]  Come  on,  mistress  :  here's  a  gentle- 
woman denies  all  that  you  have  said. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rascal  I  spoke  of;  here 
with  the  provost. 
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Escal.  In  very  good  time  :  —  speak  not  you  to  him  till  we 
call  upon  you. 
Lucio.  Mum. 

Re-enter  Duke  disguised  as  a/r'iar,  and  Provost. 

Escal.  Come,  sir :  did  you  set  these  women  on 
to  slander  Lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confessed  you 
did. 

Duke.  'Tis  false. 

Escal.  How  !  know  you  where  you  are  } 

Duke.  Respect  to  your  great  place  !  and  let  the  devij 
Be  sometime  honor'd  for  his  burning  throne  !  — 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  'tis    he  should  hear  me  speak. 

Escal.  The  duke's  in  us  ;  and  we  will  hear  you  speak  : 
Look  you  speak  justly. 

Duke.  Boldly,  at  least. —  But,  O,  poor  souls. 
Come  you  to  seek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  } 
Good  night  to  your  redress  !     Is  the  duke  gone  } 
Then  is  your  cause  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjust. 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal, 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouth 
Which  here  you  come  to  accuse. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rascal ;  this  is  he  I  spoke  of. 

Escal.  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallow'd  friar, 
Is't  not  enough  thou  hast  suborn'd  these  women 
T'  accuse  this  worthy  man,  but,  in  foul  mouth, 
And  in  the  witness  of  his  proper  ear. 
To  call  him  villain  ?  and  then  to  glance  from  him 
To  the  duke  himself,  to  tax  him  with  injustice.'  — 
Take  him  hence  ;    to  the   rack  with  him  !  —  We'll   touse 

you 
Joint  by  joint,  but  we  will  know  your  purpose. — 
What,  unjust  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  so  hot  ;  the  duke 

Dare  no  more  stretch  this  finger  of  mine  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  :  his  subject  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  provincial.   My  business  in  this  state 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble 
Till  it  o'er-run  the  stew  ;  laws  for  all  faults. 
But  faults  so  countenanc'd,  that  the  strong  statutes 
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Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  shop. 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Ksial.  Slander  to  the  state  !  —  Away  with  him  to 
prison  ! 

A/i_^'.  What  can  you  vouch  a;;ainst  him,  Signior  Lucio? 
is  ihis  tlic  man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tis  he,  my  lord. —  Come  hither,  goodman  bald- 
pate  :  do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  sir,  by  the  sound  of  your 
voice  :  I  met  you  at  the  prison,  in  the  absence  of  the 
duke. 

Lucio.  O,  did  you  so  ?  And  do  you  remember  what 
you  said  of  the  duke  } 

Duke.  Most  notedly,  sir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  so,  sir  .-*  And  was  the  duke  a  flesh- 
monger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported  him 
to  be  } 

Duke.  You  must,  sir,  change  persons  with  me,  ere  you 
make  that  my  report  :  you,  indeed,  spoke  so  of  him  ;  and 
much  more,  much  worse. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow  I  Did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  nose  for  thy  speeches  } 

Duke.  I  protest  I  love  the  duke  as  I  love  myself. 

Aug.  Hark,  how  the  villain  would  gloze  now,  after  his 
treasonable  abuses  ! 

Escal.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talked  withal. —  Away 
with  him  to  prison  !— Where  is  the  provost.^  —  Away 
with  him  to  prison  !  la^'  bolts  enough  upon  him  :  let  him 
speak  no  more. —  Away  with  those  giglets  too,  and  with 
the  other  confederate  companion  ! 

[  The  Provost  lays  hands  on  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Stay,  sir  ;  stay  awhile. 

A/ig.  What,  resists  he  .''  —  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Come,  sir ;  come,  sir ;  come,  sir ;  foh,  sir ! 
Why,  you  bald-pated,  lying  rascal,  you  must  be  hooded, 
must  you  }  Show  your  knave's  visage,  with  a  ])0x  to  you  ! 
show  your  sheep-biting  face,  and  be  hanged  an  hour  ! 
Will't  not  off  .> 

[Pulls  off  the  friar's  hood,  and  discovers  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Thou    art    the    first    knave    that    e'er   made   a 
duke. — 
First,  provost,  let  me  bail  these  gentle  three. — 
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[  To  Lttcio.]  Sneak  not  away,  sir  ;  for  the  friar  and  you 
Must  have  a  word  anon. —  Lay  hold  on  him. 

Liicio.  This  may  prove  worse  than  hanging. 

Duke.    \to   Escalus\   What  you  have  spoke  I  pardon 
sit  you  down  : 
We'll  borrow  place  of  him.— ['/6»    Angela]    Sir,  by    youi 

leave. 
Hast  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  }     If  thou  hast. 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang.  O  my  dread  lord, 

I  should  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltiness, 
To  think  I  can  be  undiscernible. 
When  I  perceive  your  grace,  like  power  divine. 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  passes.     Then,  good  prince, 
No  longer  session  hold  upon  my  shame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confession  : 
Immediate  sentence  then,  and  sequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Mariana. — 

Say,  wast  thou  e'er  contracted  to  this  woman  } 

Ang.  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  instantly. — 
Do  you  the  office,  friar  ;  which  consummate, 
Return  him  here  again. —  Go  with  him,  provost. 

[^Exeunt  Angela,  Mariana,  Friar  Peter,  and  Provost, 

Escal.  My  lord,  I'm  more  amaz'd  at  his  dishonor 
Than  at  the  strangeness  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Isabel. 

Your  friar  is  now  your  prince  :  as  I  was  then 
Advertising  and  holy  to  your  business. 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit  ;  I  am  still 
Attorney 'd  at  your  service. 

Isab.  O,  give  me  pardon, 

That  I,  your  vassal,  have  employ'd  and  pain'd 
Your  unknown  sovereignty  ! 

Duke.  You  are  pardon 'd,  Isabel  : 

And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  sits  at  your  heart  ; 
And  you  may  marvel  why  I  obscur'd  myself. 
Laboring  to  save  his  life,  and  would  not  rather 
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Make  rash  remonstrance  of  my  hidden  power 

Than  let  him  so  be  lost.     O  most  kind  maid, 

It  was  the  swift  celerity  of  his  death, 

Which  I  did  think  with  slower  foot  came  on, 

That  brain'd  my  purpose  :  —  but  now  peace  be  with  him  ! 

That  life  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death, 

Than  that  which  lives  to  fear :  make  it  your  comfort, 

So  happy  is  your  brother. 

Isah.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Re-eii/er  Angelo,  Mariana,  Friar   Peter,  and 'Pro- 
vost. 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  man,  approaching  here, 
Whose  salt  imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 
Your  well-defended  honor,  you  must  pardon 
For  Mariana's  sake  :  but  as  he  adjudg'd  your  brother, — 
Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  sacred  chastity,  and  of  promise-breach 
Thereon  dependent,  for  your  brother's  life, — 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Most  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
"  An  Angelo  for  Claudio,  death  for  death  !  " 
Haste  still  pays  haste,  and  leisure  answers  leisure; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  measure  still  for  measure. 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  fault  thus  manifested, — 
Which,  though  thou  wouldst  deny,  denies  thee  vantage, — 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  stoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like  haste. — 
Away  with  him  ! 

Man'.  O  my  most  gracious  lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  husband. 

Duke.  It  is  your  husband  mock'd  you  with   a  husband 
Consenting  to  the  safeguard  of  your  honor, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit  ;  else  imputation. 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 
And  choke  your  good  to  come  :  for  his  possessions, 
Although  by  confiscation  they  are  ours. 
We  do  instate  and  widow  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 

Mart.  O  my  dear  lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him  ;  we  are  definitive. 
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Mart.  Gentle  my  liege, —  [  Kneeling . 

Duke.  You  do  but  lose  your  labor. — 

Away  with  him  to  death  !  —  \To  Lucio\  Now.  sir,  to  you. 

AMari.  O  my  good  lord  !  —  Sweet  Isabel,  take  my  part ; 
Leiul  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'll  lend  you  all  my  life  to  do  you  service. 

Diike.  Against  all  sense  you  do  importune  her  : 
Should  slie  kneel  down  in  mercy  of  this  fact. 
Her  brother's  ghost  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mart.  Isabel, 

Sweet  Isabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me ; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  say  nothing, —  I'll  speak  all. 
They  say,  best  men  are  molded  out  of  faults  ; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad  :  so  may  my  husband. 

0  Isabel,  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  } 
Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

Isab.  Most  bounteous  sir,  ^Kneeling. 

Look,  if  it  please  you,  on  this  man  condemn'd, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :   I  partly  think 
A  due  sincerity  govern'd  his  deeds, 
Till  he  did  look  on  me  :  since  it  is  so, 
Let  him  not  die.     My  brother  had  but  justice. 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  died  : 
For  Angelo, 

His  act  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent  ; 
And  must  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 
That  perish'd  by  the  way  :  thoughts  are  no  subjects, 
Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Man'.  Merely,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Your  suit's  unprofitable  ;  stand  up,  I  say. — 

1  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault. — 
Provost,  how  came  it  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unusual  hour } 

ProT.).  It  was  commanded  so. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  special  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  it  was  by  private  message. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  discharge  you  of  your  office  : 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord  : 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
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Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice  : 
P^or  testimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prison, 
That  should  by  private  order  else  have  died, 
I  have  reserv'd  aHve. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 

Prmi.  His  name  is  Barnardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadst  done  so  by  Claudio. — 
Go  fetch  him  hither  ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

\Exit  Provost, 

Escal.  I'm  sorry,  one  so  learned  and  so  wise 
As  you,  Lord  Angelo,  have  still  appear'd. 
Should  slip  so  grossly,  both  in  th'  heat  of  blood. 
And  lack  of  temper'd  judgment  afterward. 

Aug.  I'm  sorry  that  such  sorrow  I  procure:  , 

And  so  deep  sticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy ; 
'Tis  my  deserving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

Re-enter  Provost,  with  Barnardine,  Claudio  tnujffled, 
a;/,;/ Juliet. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  } 

Prov.  This,  my  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man. — • 
Sirrah,  thou'rt  said  to  have  a  stubborn  soul. 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world. 
And  squar'st  thy  life  according.      Thou'rt  condemn'd  : 
But,  for  those  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all ; 
And  pray  thee  take  this  mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come. —  Friar,  advise  him  ; 
I  leave  him  to  your  hand. —  What  muffled  fellow's  that  ? 

Prov.  This  is  another  prisoner  that  I  sav'd. 
Who  should  have  died  when  Claudio  lost  his  head  ; 
As  like  almost  to  Claudio  as  himself. 

I  [Janiuffles  Claudio. 

Duke.  \Jo  Isal).']  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  sake 
Then  is  he  pardon 'd  ;  and,  for  your  lovely  sake. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  say  you  will  be  mine. 
He  is  my  brother  too  :  but  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this  Lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  safe ; 
Methinks  I  see  a  quickening  in  his  eye. — 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
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Look  \hat  you  love  your  wife  ;  her  worth   worth  yours.— 
I  tind  an  apt  remission  in  myself ; 
And  yet  here's  t)ne  in  place  I  cannot  pardon. — 
[To  Lucio]    You,  sirrah,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  cow- 
ard, 
One  all  of  luxury,  an  ass,  a  madman ; 
Wherein  have  1  deserved  so  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucto.  Faitii,  my  lord,  I  spoke  it  but  according  to  the 
trick.  If  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may;  but  I  had 
rather  it  would  please  you  I  might  be  whipped. 

Duke.  Whipp'd  first,  sir,  and  hang'd  after. — 
Proclaim  it,  provost,  round  about  the  city, 
Is  any  woman  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, — 
As  I  have  heard  him  swear  himself  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child, —  let  her  appear. 
And  he  shall  marry  her  :  the  nuptial  tinish'd, 
Let  him  be  whipp'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
whore  !  Your  highness  said  even  now,  I  made  you  a 
duke  :  good  my  lord,  do  not  recompense  me  in  making  me 
a  cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honor,  thou  shalt  marry  her. 
Thy  slanders  I  forgive  ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits. — Take  him  to  prison  ; 
And  see  our  pleasure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  pressing  to  death, 
whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Slandering  a  prince  deserves  it. — 

[Exeunt  Officers  toith  Lucio. 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  restore. — 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  ! —  Love  her,  Angelo  : 
I  have  confess'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Escalus,  for  thy  much  goodness : 
There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate. — 
Thanks,  provost,  for  thy  care  and  secrecy  : 
We  shall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place. — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's  : 
Th'  offense  pardons  itself. —  Dear  Isabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good : 
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Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline, 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine. — 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace  ;  where  we'll  show 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  should  know. 

[^Exeunt. 
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OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


Duke  of  Venice. 

Brabantio,  a  senator. 

Oiher  Senaturs. 

Gratiano,  brother  to  Bra- 
bantio. 

LoDOVico,  kinsman  to  Bra- 
bantio. 

Othello,  a  noble  Moor  in  the 
service  of  the  Venetian  stale. 

Cassio,  his  heutenant. 

Iago,  his  ancient. 


RoDERiGO,  a  Venetian  gen- 
tleman. 

Montano,  Othello's  predeces- 
sor in  the  government  of 
Cyprus. 

Clown,  servant  to  Otliello. 

Desdemona,  daughter  to  Bra- 
bantio and  wife  to  Othello. 
Emilia,  wife  to  Iago. 
Bianca,  mistress  to  Cassio. 


Sailor,   Messenger,   Herald,   Officers,    Gentlemen,   Musicians, 
and  Attendants. 

Scene — The  first   act  in  Venice  ;  during   the  rest  of 
the  play,  at  a  seaport  in  Cyprus. 


ACT   I. 

Scene  I.     Venice.    A  street. 
Enter  RODERIGO  and  Iago. 

Rod.  Tush,  never  tell  me  ;  I  take  it  much  unkindly 
That  thou,  Iago.  who  hast  had  my  purse 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,  shouldst  know  of  this, — 

Iago.  'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me  :  — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  told  st  me  thnu  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 
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lago.  Despise  me,   if  I  do  not.      Three  great  ones  of 
the  city, 
In  peisonal  suit  to  mal<e  me  liis  lieutenant, 
Oft  capp'd  to  liim  :  —  and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I'm  worth  nc;  worse  a  place:-  -• 
But  he,  as  luxiny  his  own  pride  and  purposes. 
Evades  them,  with  a  bombast  circunistacct. 
HorriMy  stuff 'd  with  epithets  of  war; 
And,  in  conclusion. 

Nonsuits  my  mediators;  for,  "Certes,"  says  he, 
"  I  have  already  chose  my  officer." 
And  what  was  he  ? 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife; 
That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field, 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster  ;  unless  the  bookish  theoric. 
Wherein  the  toged  consuls  can  propose 
As  masterly  as  he  :  mere  prattle,  without  practice. 
Is  all  his  soldiership.     But  he,  sir,  had  th'  election  '. 
And  I  —  of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds 
Christian  and  heathen  — must  be  be-lee'd  and  calm'cf 
By  debitor-and-creditor,  this  counter-caster  ; 
He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be, 
And  I  — God  bless  the  mark  !  —  his   Moorship's  ancient- 

Rod.  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

Iiigo.  Why,  there's  no  remedy  ;  'tis  the  curse  of  serv,cc. 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection. 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself. 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affin'd 
To  love  the  MoOr. 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him,  then. 

lago.  O,  sir,  content  you  ; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him  : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
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Kor  naught  but  provender  ;  and,  when  he's  old,  cashier'd  : 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.     Others  there  are. 
Who,  trimn'cl  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords. 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they've  lin'd  their  coats. 
Do  themselves  homage  :  these  fellows  have  some  soul ; 
'  And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 
For,  sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  m)self ; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

/?od.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, 
If  he  can  carry't  thus  ! 

/(i^o.  Call  up  her  father, 

Rouse  him  :  — -make  after  him,  poison  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets;  incense  her  kinsmen  : 
And  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell. 
Plague  him  with  flies ;  though  that  his  joy  be  joy. 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on't. 
As  it  may  lose  some  color. 

/?od.  Here  is  her  father's  house  ;  I'll  call  aloud. 

/a^o.   Do  ;  with  like  timorous  accent  and  dire  yell 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.  What,  ho,  Brabantio  !  Signior  Brabantio,  ho  ! 

/ag^o.   Awake  !  what,  ho,  Brabantio  !  thieves  !  thieves  ! 
thieves ! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags  ! 
Thieves  !  thieves ! 

Brabantio  appears  abiwe,  at  a  windmo. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  .' 
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lago.  Are  your  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

lago.  Zounds,    sir,    you're    robb'd  ;  for   shame,  put  on 
your  gown  ; 
Your  heart  is  burst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul ; 
Even  now,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise  ; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you : 
Arise,  I  say. 

Bar.         What,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I :  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.  My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra,  The  worser  welcome  : 

I've  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors  : 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee  ;  and  now,  in  madness. 
Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet  ;  — 

Rod.  Sir,  sir,  sir, — 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure 

My  spirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbing  ?  this  is  Venice; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod.  Most  grave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

lago.  Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those  that  will  not 
serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we  come  to  do 
you  service,  and  you  think  we  are  ruffians,  you'll  have 
your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horse  ;  you'll  have 
your  nephews  neigh  to  you  ;  you'll  have  coursers  for 
cousins,  and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

lago.  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you  your  daughter 
and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 

lago.  You  are  —  a  senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  shalt  answer  :  I  know  thee,  Rodefigo. 
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Rod.  Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing-.    But.  I  beseech  you, 
Ift  be  your  pleasure  and  most  wise  consent. 
As  partly  I  tincl  it  is,  that  your  fair  daughter, 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night. 
Transported,  with  no  worse  nor  better  guard 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier, 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor,— 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance. 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs  ; 
But,  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.     Do  not  believe 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence : 
Your  daughter, —  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, — 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt  ; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes. 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  stranger 
Of  here  and  every  where.     Straight  satisfy  yourself : 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
Forthus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  hoi 

Give  me  a  taper  !  —  call  up  all  my  people  !  — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream : 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already. — 

Light,  I  say  !  light  !  [Exz'f  above. 

■  lago.  Farewell  ;  for  I  must  leave  you  : 

It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place. 
To  be  produc'd  —  as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall  — 
Against  the  Moor :  for,  I  do  know,  the  state  — 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check  — 
Cannot  with  safety  cast  him  ;  for  he's  embark "d 
With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus  wars. 
Which  even  now  stand  in  act,  that,  for  their  souls. 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  none 
To  lead  their  business :  in  which  regard, 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell-pains. 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.  That  you  shall  surely  find  him. 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search  ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So,  farewell.  \_Exit. 
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Enter,  belimi,  Brabantio,  and  Servants  with  torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil  :  gone  she  is; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time 
Is  naught  but  bitterness. —  Now,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her?  —  O  unhappy  girl !  — 
With  the  Moor,  say 'st  thou  ?  —  Who  would  be  a  father!  — 
How  didst  thou  know  'twas  she  ?  —  O,  she  deceives  me 
Past  thought  !  —  What  said  she  to  you  ?  —  Get  more  ta- 
pers ; 
Raise  all  my  kindred.— Are  they  married,  think  you  ? 

Rod.  Truly,  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven  !  —  How  got  she  out! — O  treason  of 
the  blood  !  — 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act. —  Is  there  not  charms 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  .''  Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing .'' 

Rod.  Yes,  sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call   up  my    brother.—  O,    would    you  had   had 
her!  — 
Some  one  way,  some  another. —  Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor.-* 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  discover  him,  if  you  please 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you,  lead  on.     At  every  house  I'll  call  ; 
I  may  command  at  most. —  Get  weapons,  ho  ! 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night. — 
On,  good  Roderigo  ;  —  I'll  deserve  your  pains.     [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.       The  same.     Another  street. 
Enter  Othello,   I  ago,  and  Attentlants  ivz'th  torches. 

lago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men. 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murder :  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  service :  nii>e  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  t'  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  ribs. 

0th.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

lago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honor, 

V.  266.  [o.  8. 


Act/.]  OTHELLO.  {Scene  H. 

That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 

I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But,  I  pray  you,  sir, 

Are  you  fast  married  ?  Be  assur'd  of  this, 

That  the  inagnifico  is  much  beiov'd  ; 

And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 

As  double  as  the  duke's  :  he  will  divorce  you ; 

Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 

The  law  —  with  all  his  might  t'  enforce  it  on  — 

Will  give  him  cable. 

Otk.  Let  him  do  his  spite  : 

My  services  which  I  have  done  the  signiory 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.     'Tis  yet  to  know, — 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  honor, 
I  shall  promulgate, —  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege ;  and  my  demerits 
May  speak,  unbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd  :  for  know,  lago. 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 
For  the  se  I's  worth.     But,  look  !  what  lights  come  yond  .'* 

lago.  Those  are  the  raised  father  and  his  friends  : 
You  were  best  go  in. 

0th.  Not  I  ;  I  must  be  found  : 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.     Is  it  they  } 

lago.  By  Janus,  I  think  no. 

Enter  Cassio,  and  certain  Officers  with  torches. 

0th.  The  servants  of   the   duke,  and  my  lieutenant. — 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends  ! 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Cas.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general ; 

And  he  requires  your  haste-post-haste  appearance 
Even  on  the  instant. 

0th.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Cas.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine : 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat :  the  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  rais'd  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already  :  you  have  been  hotly  call'd  for ; 
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When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
Tlie  senate  sent  about  tliree  several  quests 
To  search  you  out. 

0th.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  \Exit. 

Cas.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here? 

lago.  Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  carack  : 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Cas.  I  do  not  understand. 

lago.  He's  married. 

Cas.  To  who  } 

Re-enter  Othello. 

lago.  Marry,  to  —  Come,  captain,  will  you  go  ? 
0th.  Have  with  you. 

Cas.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 
lago.  It  is  Brabantio  :  —  general,  be  advis'd  ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  a7id  Officers  with 
torches  and  lueapons. 

0th.  Holla  :  stand  there  ! 

Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief ! 

[  They  draw  on  both  sides. 

lago.  You,  Roderigo  !  come,  sir,  I  am  for  you. 

0th.  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew  will  rust 
them. — 
Good  signior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  stow'd  my 
daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her; 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense, 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound, 
Whether  a  maid  so  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
So  opposite  to  marriage  that  she  shunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  notion, 
Would  ever  have,  t'  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing  as  thou, —  to  fear,  not  to  delight. 
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Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense 
That  thou  hast  practic'd  on  her  with  foul  charms; 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  tlrugs  or  minerals 
That  weaken  motion  :  —  I'll  have't  disputed  on  ; 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
1  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practicer 
Of  arts  inhibited  anfl  out  of  warrant. — 
Lay  hold  upon  him  :  if  he  do  resist. 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Oik.  Hold  your  hands, 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter. —  Where  will  you  that  I  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge  } 

Bra.  To  prison  ;  till  fit  time 

Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session. 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

Oih.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 

How  may -the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied, 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

First  Off.  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior ; 

The  duke's  in  council,  and  your  noble  self, 
I'm  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How  !  the  duke  in  council  ! 

In  this  time  of  the  night ! —  Bring  him  away ; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause  :  the  duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong  as  'twere  their  own  ; 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free, 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be.  \Exennt. 

Scene  III.    The  same.     A  council-chamber . 

The  Duke   and  Senators  sitting  at   a   table ;    Officers 
attending. 

Duke.  There  is  no  composition  in  these  news 
That  gives  them  credit. 

First  Sen.  Indeed,  they're  disprnportion'd  ; 

My  letters  say  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 
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Duke.   And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

Sec.  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account, — 
As  in  these  cases,  where  the  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difference, —  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment : 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error, 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense. 

Sailor.  \within\  What,  ho  !  what,  ho  !  what,  ho  I 

First  Off.  A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Duke.  Now, —  what's  the  business.^ 

Sail.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes ; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state 
By  Signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  change  } 

First  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 

By  no  assay  of  reason  :  'tis  a  pageant, 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.     When  we  consider 
Th'  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk  ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  th'  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in  :  —  if  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskillful 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first, 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain. 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitless. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

First  Off.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after  fleet. 

First  Sen.  Ay,  so  I  thought. —  How  many,  as  you  guess .'' 
Mess.  Of  thirty  sail  :  and  now  they  do  re-stem 
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Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus. —  Signior  Monlano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  vahant  servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain,  then,  for  Cyprus.— 
Marcus  Luccicos,  is  not  he  in  town  .'' 

First  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us  to  him  ;  post-post-haste  dispatch. 

First  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iago,  Roderigo,  and 

Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. — 
[  To  Brabantio]  I  did  not  see  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  signior ; 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours.     Good  your  grace,  pardon  me ; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed  :  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me  ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbearing  nature 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  daughter!  O,  my  daughter  ! 

Duke  and  Sen.  Dead  ? 

Bra.  Ay,  to  me ; 

She  is  abus'd,  stol'n  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks  ; 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err. 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense, 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not. 

Duke.  Whoe'er  he  be  that,  in  this  foul  proceeding. 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  herself, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter 
After  your  own  sense  ;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man;  this  Moor ;  whom  now,  it  seems, 
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Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state-affairs. 
Hath  liither  brought. 

Duke  and  Sen.         We're  very  sorry  for't. 

Duke  \to  Othello\  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say 
to  this  ? 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  so. 

0th.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  masters, — 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  most  true  ;  true,  I  have  married  her : 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.     Rude  am  I  in  my  speech. 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  soft  phrase  of  peace  ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith, 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field  ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak, 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause 
In  speaking  for  myself.     Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnish'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love  ;  what  drugs,  what  charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, — 
For  such  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  withal, — 
I  won  his  daughter. 

B7-a.  A  maiden  never  bold  ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush'd  at  herself;  and  she  —  in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing  — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on  ! 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood. 
Or  with  some  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof. 

Without  more  wider  and  more  overt  test 
Than  these  thin  habits  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming  do  prefer  against  him. 
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First  Sen.   But,  Othello,  speak  : 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordeth  ? 

0th.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father  : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Ev'en  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th.  Ancient,  conduct  them,  you  best  know  the  place.— 
[Exeunt  lago  and  Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears   I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love. 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.   Say  it,  Othello. 

0th.   Her  father  lov'd  me  ;   oft  invited  me  ; 
Still  question 'd  me  the  story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year, —  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes. 
That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  davs 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it  : 
Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disastrous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  tield  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly  breach  ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  slavery  ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance  in  my  travels'  history  : 
Wherein  of  antres  vast  and  deserts  idle. 
Rough    quarries,    rocks,    and    hills  whose    heads    touch 

heaven, 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak. —  such  was  the  process  ; 
And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.      This  to  hear 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline  : 
But  still  the  house-affairs  woukl  draw  her  thence  ; 
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Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  dispatch. 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse  :  —  which  I  observing, 
Took  once  a  pHant  hour  ;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard, 
But  not  intentively  :   I  did  consent  ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke 
That  my  youth  suffer'd.   My  story  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 
She  swore, —  in  faith,  "twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange  ; 
'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful: 
She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it  ;  yet  she  wish'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man:  she  thank'd  me; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story. 
And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint  I  spake  : 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd  ; 
-And  I  lov'd  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd  :  — 
Here  comes  the  lady  ;  let  her  witness  it. 

£'«/^r  Desdemona  with  Iago  and  Attendants. 

Duke.   I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too,— 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best  : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak  : 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer. 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man  !  —  Come  hither,  gentle  m, stress  : 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Dc's.  My  noble  father, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty  : 
To  you  I'm  bound  for  life  and  education  : 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you  ;  you're  the  lord  of  duty, — 
I'm  hitherto  your  daughter  :  but  here's  my  husband; 
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And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  b'  \vi'  you  !  —  1  have  done. — 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  stale-afifairs : 
1  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. —  ^^^^^- 
L'lHne  hither.  Moor : 
I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee. —  For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I'm  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child  ; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny. 
To  hang  clogs  on  them. —  I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself ;  and  lay  a  sentence, 
Which,  as  a  grise  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers 
Into  your  favor. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone  . 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on.  f       \' 

What  cannot  be  preserv'd  when  fortune  takes,  \ 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes.  / 

The  robb'd  that  smiles  steals  something  from  the  thief: 
He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile  ; 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears ; 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow 
That  to  pay  grief  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall, 
Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal  : 
But  words  are  words  ;  I  never  yet  did  hear 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. — 
I  humbly  beseech  you,  proceed  to  the  affairs  of  state. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparation  makes 
for  Cyprus  : — Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  best 
known  to  you  ;  and  though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of 
most  allowed  sufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress 
of  effects,  throws  a  more  safer  voice  on  you  :  you  must 
therefore  be  content  to  slubber  the  gloss  of  your  new 
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fortunes  with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisterous  expedi- 
tion. 

0th.  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down  :  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardness  ;  and  do  undertake 
This  present  war  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly,  therefore,  bending  to  your  state. 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife  ; 
Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition  ; 
With  such  accommodation  and  besort 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  If  you  please, 

Be't  at  her  father's. 

Bra.  I'll  not  have  it  so. 

0th.  Nor  I. 

Des.  Nor  I  ;  I  would  not  there  reside. 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts 
By  being  in  his  eye.     Most  gracious  duke. 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  prosperous  ear; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice, 
T'  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke.  VVhat  would  you,  Desdemona  ?  • 

Des.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him. 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world  :  my  heart's  subdu'd 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord  : 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind  ; 
And  to  his  honors  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him  are  bereft  me. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence.     Let  me  go  with  him. 

0th.  Your  voices,  lords  :  beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not, 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite  ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat  —  the  young  affects 
In  me  defunct  —  and  proper  satisfaction  ; 
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But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind  : 

And  lieaven  defend  your  good  souls,  lluit  you  think 

I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant 

For  she  is  with  me  :  no,  when  light-wing'd  toys 

Of  feather'd  Cupid  seel  with  wanton  dullness 

My  speculative  and  oftic'd  instruments. 

That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business. 

Let  housewives  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm, 

And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 

Make  head  against  my  estimation  ! 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  stay  or  going  :  th'  at'fair  cries  haste. 
And  speed  must  answer  it. 

First  Sen.  You  inust  away  to-night. 

0th.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i'  the  morning  here  we'll  meet  again. — 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind. 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you  ; 
With  such  things  else  of  quahty  and  respect 
As  Both  import  you. 

0th.  So  please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust  : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife. 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so.— 

Good  night  to  everyone. —  \^To Brab?\  And,  noble signior. 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

First  Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor  ;  use   Desdemona  well. 

Bra.  Look  to  her.  Moor,  if  thou  hast  eyes  to  see : 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeujit  Duke,  Senators,  Officers,  &^c. 

0th.  My  life  upon  her  faith  !  —  Honest  lago. 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee : 
I  prithee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her ; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona;   I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Desdemona. 

Rod.  lago, — 
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lago.  What  say'st  thou,  noble  heart  ? 

Rod.  What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou? 

lago.  Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  myself. 

lago.  If  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee  after.  Why, 
thou  silly  gentleman  ! 

Rod.  It  is  silliness  to  live  when  to  live  is  torment  ;  and 
then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die  when  death  is  our  phy- 
sician. 

lago.  O  villainous  !  I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for 
four  times  seven  years;  and  since  I  could  distinguish  be- 
twixt a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  man  that  knew 
how  to  love  himself.  Ere  I  would  say,  I  would  drown 
myself  for  the  love  of  a  guinea-hen,  I  would  change  my 
humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  should  I  do  ?  I  confess  it  is  my  shame  to 
be  so  fond  ;  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

lago.  Virtue  !  a  fig  !  'tis  in  ourselves  that  we  are  thus  or 
thus.  Our  bodies  are  gardens  ;  to  the  which  our  wills  are 
gardeners  :  so  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce  ; 
set  hyssop,  and  weed-up  thyme  ;  supply  it  with  xjne  gen- 
der of  herbs,  or  distract  it  with  many;  either  to  have  it  steril 
with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry  ;  why,  the  power 
and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If  the 
balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason  to  poise 
another  of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  baseness  of  our  na- 
tures would  conduct  us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions : 
but  we  have  reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  car- 
nal stings,  our  unbitted  lusts  ;  whereof  I  take  this  that 
you  call  love  to  be  a  sect  or  scion. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

lago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood  and  a  permission 
of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man  :  drown  thyself !  drown  cats 
and  blind  puppies.  I  have  professed  me  thy  friend,  and  I 
confess  me  knit  to  thy  deserving  with  cables  of  perdura- 
ble toughness  ;  I  could  never  better  stead  thee  than  now. 
Put  money  in  thy  purse  ;  follow  thou  the  wars  ;  defeat  thy 
favor  with  an  usurped  beard  ;  I  say,  put  money  in  thy 
purse.  It  cannot  be  that  Desdemona  should  long  continue 
her  love  to  the  Moor, —  put  money  in  \\v\  purse. —  nor  he 
his  to  her  :  it  was  a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  shalt 
see  an  answerable  sequestration  ;  —  put  but  money  in  thy 
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purse. — These  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills  ;  —  fill 
thy  purse  with  money  :  —  the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as 
luscious  as  locusts  shall  he  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as  colo- 
quintida.  She  must  change  for  youth  :  when  she  is  sated 
with  his  body,  she  will  find  the  error  of  her  choice  :  she 
must  have  change,  she  must :  therefore  put  money  in  thy 
purse. —  If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more 
delicate  way  than  drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou 
canst :  if  sanctimony  and  a  frail  vow  betwixt  an  erring 
barbarian  and  a  supersubtle  Venetian  be  not  too  hard  for 
my  wits  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her  ; 
therefore  make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself !  it  is 
clean  out  of  the  way  :  seek  thou  rather  to  be  hanged  in 
compassing  thy  joy  than  to  be  drowned  and  go  without 
her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 
issue .'' 

/rt^f.  Thou  art  sure  of  me:  — go,  make  money:  —  I 
have  told  thee  often, and  I  re-tell  theeagain  andagain,  I  hate 
the  Moor  :  my  cause  is  hearted  ;  thine  hath  no  less  rea- 
son. Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  against  him  : 
if  thou  canst  cuckold  him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure, 
me  a  sport.  There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of 
time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverse  ;  go  ;  provide 
thy  money.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

Rod.   Where  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning  ? 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Go  to  ;  farewell.     Do  you  hear,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  What  say  you  .'' 

lago.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear  } 

Rod.  I  am  changed  :  I'll  go  sell  all  my  land.         [Exit, 

lago.   Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse  ; 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  profane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.     I  hate  the  Moor; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
'Has  done  my  office  :  I  know  not  if't  be  true  ; 
But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do  as  if  for  surety.     He  holds  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
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Cassio's  a  proper  man  :  let  me  see  now  ; 

To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will 

In  double  knavery  —  How,  how  ?  —  Let's  see  :  — 

After  some  time,  t'  abuse  Othello's  ear 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  :  — 

He  hatha  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 

To  be  suspected  ;  fram'd  to  make  women  false. 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 

That  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  so ; 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose 

As  asses  are. 

I  have't ;  —  it  is  engender'd  ;  —  hell  and  night 

Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's  light.  {Exit. 

ACT   n. 

Scene  I.  A  seaport  town  in  Cyprus.     A  platform. 

Enter  Montano  a7id  two  Gentlemen. 

Mon.  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  sea  ? 

First  Gent.  Nothing  at  all  :  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood ; 
I  cannot  'twixt  tKe  heaven  and  the  main 
Descry  a  sail. 

Moji.  Methinks  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at  land ; 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements  : 
If  it  hath  ruflian'd  so  upon  the  sea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?     What  shall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

Sec.  Gent.  A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet : 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore. 
The  chiding  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds  ; 
The  wind-shak'd  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous  mane, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear. 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th'  ever-fixed  pole  : 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  enshelter'd  and  embay 'd,  they're  drown *d ; 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

Third  Gent.  News,  lads  !  our  wars  are  done. 
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The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  designmeiit  halts  :  a  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  sufferance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon.  How  !  is  this  true  ? 

Third  Gent.  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 

A  Veronesa  ;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore  :  the  Moor  himself  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I'm  glad  on't ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

Third  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio, —  though  he  speak 
of  comfort 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss,  yet  he  looks  sadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon.  Pray  heavens  he  be ; 

For  I  have  serv'd  him,  and  the  man,  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.     Let's  to  the  seaside,  ho  ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in 
.A.S  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  till  we  n.ake  the  main  and  th'  aerial  blue 
An  indistinct  regard. 

Tliird  Gent.  Come,  let's  do  so  ; 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  CassiO. 

Cas.  Thanks  you,  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moor!  O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defense  against  the  elements, 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea  ! 

Mon.  Is  he  well  shipp'd  } 

Cas.  His  bark  is  stoutly  timber'd,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance  ; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[  IVithin]  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Enter  a  fourth  Gentleman. 
Cas.  What  noise  ? 
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Fourth  Gent.  The  town  is  empty  ;  on  the  brow  o'  the 
sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry  "  A  sail  1 "     \within. 

Cas.  My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor.    {Guns 

Sec.  Gent.  They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy  : 
Our  friends  at  least. 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  sir,  go  forth, 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 

Sec.  Gent.  I  shall.  {Exit. 

Moti.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wiv'd  ? 

Cas.  Most  fortunately  ;  he  hath  achiev'd  a  maid 
That  paragons  description  and  wild  fame  ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens. 
And  in  th'  essential  vesture  of  creation 
Does  tire  the  ingener. 

Re-enter  second  Gentleman. 

How  now  !  who  has  put  in  ? 

Sec,  Gent.  'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cas.  'Has  had  most  favorable  and  happy  speed : 
Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howling  winds, 
The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  sands, — 
Traitors  :nsteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel, — 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  she .'' 

Cas.  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain. 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago  ; 
Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts 
A  se'nnight's  speed. —  Great  Jove,  Othello  guard. 
And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  bless  thi^  bay  with  his  tall  ship, 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona's  arms. 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits. 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort !  —  O,  behold, 

Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,    Iago,  Roderigo,  and 

Attendants. 

The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore  ! 

Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. — 

Hail  to  thee,  lady  I  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 

V.  283.  [O.  «4- 


Ac///.]  OTHELLO.  [Scent/. 

Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwhi-el  thee  round  ! 

/)i's.  I  ihank  you,  valiant  Cassio. 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  ? 

Ciis.  He  is  not  yet  arriv'd  ;  nor  know  1  aught 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Des.  O,  but  I  fear  —  How  lost  you  company? 

Cas.  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship  :  —  but,  hark  !  a  sail. 

[  IVithiH^  A  sail,  a  sail !  [Gt^ns  within. 

Sec.  Gent.  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel : 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Cas.  See  for  the  news. —  \Exit  Gent/eman. 

Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome: — \^ToE>nilia\  welcome, 

mistress  :  — 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  lago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners  ;   'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy.    [Kissing  her. 

lago.  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me. 
You'd  have  enough. 

Des.  Alas,  she  has  no  speech. 

lago.  In  faith,  too  much  ;. 
I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list  to  sleep  : 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Einil.  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

lago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;  you're  pictures  out  of  doors. 
Bells  in  your  parlors,  wild-cats  in  your  kitchens, 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives  in  your  beds. 

Des.  O,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer ! 

lago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk  : 
You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

Emil.  You  shall  not  write  my  praise:. 

lago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Des.  What  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  if  thou  shouldst 
praise  me  ? 

lago.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't ;  ^ 

For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical.  -     -  ?  "^  !-?V»^M    r* 

Des.  Come  on,  assay. —  There's  one  gone  to  the  harbor  }  n 
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lago.  Ay,  madam. 

Des.  I  am  not  merry  ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. — 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me  ? 

lago.   I  am  about  it  ;  but,  indeed,  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate  as  birdlime  does  from  frize, — 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all :  but  my  Muse  labors. 
And  thus  she  is  deliver'd. 
If  she  be  fair  and  wise, —  fairness  and  wit, 
The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it. 

Des.  Well  prais'd  !  How  if  she  be  black  and  witty  ? 

lago.  If  she  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit. 
She'll  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des.  Worse  and  worse. 

Emil.  How  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 

lago.   She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair ; 
For  even  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 

Des.  These  are  old  fond  paradoxes  to  make  fools  laugh 
i'  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise  hast  thou  for  her 
that's  foul  and  foolish  } 

lago.  There's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  thereunto, 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

Des.  O  heavy  ignorance !  —  thou  praisest  the  worst 
best.  But  what  praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  a  deserv- 
ing woman  indeed, —  one  that,  in  the  authority  of  her 
merit,  did  justly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  itself? 

lago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud ; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud  ; 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 
Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said  "  Now  I  may ;  " 
She  that,  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being  nigh. 
Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  fly ; 
She  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail 
To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail; 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  disclose  her  mind  ; 
See  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind; 
She  was  a  wight,  if  ever  such  wight  were, — 

Des.   To  do  what  .-* 

lago.  To  suckle  fools  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Des.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  ! —  Do  not 
learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he    be  thy  husband. —  How 
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say  you,  Cassio  ?  is  he  not  a  most  profane  and  liberal 
counselor  ? 

Cas.  He  speaks  home,  madam  :  you  may  relish  him 
more  in  the  soldier  than  in  the  scholar. 

lago.  \aside\  He  takes  her  by  the  palm  :  ay,  well  said, 
whisper  :  with  as  little  a  web  as  this  will  I  ensnare  as 
great  a  fly  as  Cassio.  Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do  ;  1  will 
gyve  thee  in  thine  own  courtship.  You  say  true  ;  'tis  so, 
indeed :  if  such  tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of  your  lieu- 
tenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kissed  your  three 
fingers  so  oft,  which  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  play 
the  sir  in.  Very  good  ;  well  kissed  !  an  excellent  court- 
esy !  'tis  so,  indeed.  Yet  again  your  fingers  to  your  lips  ? 
would  they  were  clyster-pipes  for  your  sake  !  [  Trumpet 
wt't/iin.} —  The  Moor !  I  know  his  trumpet. 

Cas.  'Tis  truly  so. 

Des.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

Cas.  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

Enter  OTHELLO  and  Attendants. 

0th.  O  my  fair  warrior  ! 

Des.  My  dear  Othello  ! 

Ot/i.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content 
To  see  you  here  before  me.     O  my  soul's  joy  ! 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken 'd  death  I 
And  let  the  laboring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas 
Olympus-high,  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven  !  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for,  I  fear, 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute, 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Des.  The  heavens  forbid 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

0th.  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powers  !  — 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content ; 
It  stops  me  here;  it  is  too  much  of  joy: 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discords  be  [Kissing  her. 
That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make ! 

lago.  [asi'de^  O,  you  are  well  tun'd  now  I 
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But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music. 
As  honest  as  I  am. 

Ot/t.  Come,  let  us  to  the  castle.^ 

News,  friends;  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are  drown'd. 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle  ?  — 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir'd  in  Cyprus  ; 
I've  found  great  love  amongst  them.     O  my  sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts. —  I  prithee,  good  lago, 
Go  to  the  bay  and  disembark  my  coffers : 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect. —  Come,  Desdemona, 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Excufi/  Othello,  Dcsdeinotia,  atid  Attendants. 

lago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbor.  Come 
hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant, —  as,  they  say,  base  men 
being  in  love  have  then  a  nobility  in  their  natures  more 
than  is  native  to  them, —  list  me.  The  lieutenant  to- 
night watches  on  the  court-of-guard  :  —  first,  I  must  tell 
thee  this  —  Desdemona  is  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  !  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  instruct- 
ed. Mark  me  with  what  violence  she  first  loved  the 
Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantastical  lies: 
and  will  she  love  him  still  for  prating.^  let  not  thy  dis- 
creet heart  think  it.  Her  eye  must  be  fed  ;  and  what  de- 
light shall  she  have  to  look  on  the  devil }  When  the 
blood  is  made  dull  with  the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be 

—  again  to  inflame  it.  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite 

—  loveliness  in  favor,  sympathy  in  years,  manners,  and 
beauties  ;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in  :  now,  for 
want  of  these  required  conveniences,  her  delicate  tender- 
ness will  find  itself  abused,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  dis- 
relish and  abhor  the  Moor ;  very  nature  will  instruct  her 
in  it,  and  compel  her  to  some  second  choice.  Now,  sir, 
this  granted, —  as  it  is  a  most  pregnant  and  unforced  po- 
sition,—  who  stands  so  eminent  in  the  degree  of  this 
fortune  as  Cassio  does .''  a  knave  very  voluble;  no  fur- 
ther conscionable  than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form  of 
civil  and  humane  seeming,  for  the  better  compassing  of 
his   salt   and   most  hidden  loose  affection }  why,   none ; 
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why,  none :  a  slipper  and  subtle  knave  ;  a  finder  of  occa- 
sions ;  that  has  an  eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  ad- 
vantages, though  true  advantage  never  present  itself :  a 
devilish  knave  !  Besides,  the  knave  is  handsome,  young, 
and  hath  all  those  requisites  in  him  that  folly  and  green 
minds  look  after:  a  pestilent-complete  knave ;  and  the 
woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her;  she's  full  of  most 
blessed  condition. 

lago.  Blessed  rig's-end  !  the  wine  she  drinks  is  made 
of  grapes  :  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would  never  have 
loved  the  Moor :  blessed  pudding!  Didst  thou  not  see 
her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand .''  didst  not  mark 
that } 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did  ;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

lago.  Lechery,  by  this  hand  ;  an  index  and  obscure 
prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts.  They 
met  so  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths  embraced 
together.  Villainous  thoughts,  Roderigo !  when  these 
mutualities  so  marshal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the 
master  and  main  exercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion  : 
pish!  —  But,  sir,  be  you  ruled  by  me:  I  have  brought 
you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to-night ;  for  the  com- 
mand, I'll  lay't  upon  you  :  Cassio  knows  you  not :  —  I'll 
not  be  far  from  you  :  do  you  find  some  occasion  to  anger 
Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  disci- 
pline ;  or  from  what  other  course  you  please,  which  the 
time  shall  more  favorably  minister. 

Rod.  Well. 

lago,  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler,  and 
haply  may  strike  at  you  :  provoke  him,  that  he  may;  for 
even  out  of  that  will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny ; 
whose  qualification  shall  come  into  no  true  taste  again 
but  by  the  displanting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  have  a 
shorter  journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I  shall  then 
have  to  prefer  them  ;  and  the  impediment  most  profitably 
removed,  without  the  which  there  were  no  expectation  of 
our  prosperity. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

lago.   I  warrant  thee.     Meet    me    by  and  by  at    the 
citadel : 
I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.     Farewell. 
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Rod.   Adieu.  \Exit. 

lago.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
That  she  loves  him,   'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit  : 
The  Moor  —  howbeit  that  1  endure  him   not  — • 
Is  of  a  constant-loving  noble  nature  ; 
And  I  dare  think  he'll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.     Now,  I  do  love  her  too; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust, —  though  peradventure 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin, — 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 
Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat :  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral, gnaw  my  inwards; 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul 
Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife  ; 
Or  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do. 
If  this  poor  trash  of  Venice,  whom  I  trash 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on, 
I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip; 
Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb, — 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too ; 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass. 

And  practicing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet  y     ^}^ 

Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  but  yet  confus'd  :    (i\  "O^' 
Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  us'd.        ^'^^    \Exit. 

Scene  II.  A  street. 
Enter  a  Herald  with  a  proclamatio7i ;  Vto^A^  following. 
Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleasure,  our  noble  and  valiant 
general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now  arrived,  importing 
the  mere  perdition  of  the  Turkish  fleet,  every  man  put 
himself  into  triumph  ;  some  to  dance,  some  to  make  bon- 
fires, each  man  to  what  sport  and  revels  his  addiction 
leads  him  :  for,  besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the 
celebration  of  his  nuptial;- — so  much  was  his  pleasure 
should  be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open  ;  and  there  is 
full  liberty  of  feasting  from  this  present  hour  of  five  till 
the  bell  have  told  eleven.  Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus 
and  our  noble  general  Othello  !  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  III.     A  hall  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Otheli!o,  Desdemona,  Cassk),  ^;-'/<r/ Attendants. 

0th.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night ; 
Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honorable  stop, 
Not  to  outsport  discretion. 

Cas.    lago  hath  direction  what  to  do  ; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't. 

0th.  lago  is  most  honest. 

Michael,  good  night :  to-morrow  with  your  earliest 
Let  me  have  speech  with  you. —  [7b  DesdeDtona]  Come, 

my  dear  love, — 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue  ; 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. — 
Good  night.  [Exeunt  Othello,  Desdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Enter  I  AGO. 

Cas.  Welcome,  lago  ;  we  must  to  the  watch. 

lago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant ;  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'  the 
clock.  Our  general  cast  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 
Desdemona  ;  who  let  us  not  therefore  blame  :  he  hath 
not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her;  and  she  is  sport 
for  Jove. 

Cas.  She's  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

lago.  And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cas.  Indeed,  she's  a  most  fresh  and  delicate  creature. 

lago.  What  an  eye  she  has !  methinks  it  sounds  a 
parley  to  provocation. 

Cas.   An  inviting  eye  ;  and  yet  methinks  right  modest. 

lago.  And  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to 
love  .'* 

Cas.   She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

lago.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets !  Come,  lieuten- 
ant, I  have  a  stoop  of  wine  ;  and  here  without  are  a  brace 
of  Cyprus  gallants  that  would  fain  have  a  measure  to  the 
health  of  black  Othello. 

Cas.  Not  to-night,  good  lago  :  I  have  very  poor  and 
unhappy  brains  for  drinking  :  I  could  well  wish  courtesy 
would  invent  some  other   custom  of  entertainment. 

lago.  O,  they  are  our  friends  ;  but  one  cup  :  I'll  drink 
for  you. 

o.  31  ]  V.  389. 


A  ct  If.]  O  THEL  L  O.  \Scfnt  III. 

Cas.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified  too,  and,  behold,  what*  innovation  it 
makes  here  :  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  intirmit\ ,  and  dare 
not  task  my  weakness  with  any  more. 

lago.  What,  man  !  'tis  a  night  of  revels  :  tiic  gallants 
desire  it. 

Cas.   Where  are  they  ? 

lago.   Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Cas.    I'll  do't  ;  but  it  dislikes  me.  {Ex/t. 

lago.   If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him, 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offense 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog.  Now,  my  sick  fool  Roderigo, 
Whom  love  hath  turn'd  almost  the  wrong  side  out, 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  carous'd 
Potations  pottle-deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch  : 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus  —  noble  swelling  spirits, 
That  hold  their  honors  in  a  wary  distance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle  — 
Have  I  to-night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups, 
And  they  watch  too.    Now,  'mongst  this  flock  of  drunkards. 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  offend  the  isle  :  —  but  here  they  come  : 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

Re-enter  Cassio, /o//owed 6yMoiiT\T<so,  Gentlemen,  a«^ 
Servant  7v/f/i  un'ne. 

Cas.   'Fore  God,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse  already. 
Mon.  Good  faith,  a  little  one  ;  not  past  a  pint,  as  I  am 
a  soldier. 

lago.  Some  wine,  ho  ! 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  clink  ;  [Sings. 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink  : 
A  soldier's  a  man  ; 
A  life's  but  a  span  ; 
Why,  then,  let  a  soldier  drink. 
Some  wine,  boys ! 

Cas.  'Fore  God,  an  excellent  song. 

lago.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  indeed,  they  are 
most  potent  in  potting:  your  Dane,  your  German,  and 
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your  swag-bellied  Hollander, —  Drink,  ho  !  —  are  nothing 
to  your  English. 

Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his  drinking? 
lago.  Why,   he  drinks  you,    with    facility,    your   Dane 
dead  drunk  ;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain  ;  he 
gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,   ere  the  next  potlle  can  be 
filled. 

Cas.  To  the  health  of  our  general  ! 

Mon.   I  am  for  it,  lieutenant ;  and  I'll  do  you  justice. 

Ingo.  O  sweet  England! 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer,  [iitngs. 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown  ; 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear, 
With  that  he  call'd  the  tailor  lown. 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown, 
And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree : 

'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down  ; 
Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine,  ho  ! 

Cas.  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the  other. 

lago.  Will  you  hear't  again  ? 

Cas.  No  ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place 
that  does  those  things. —  Well, —  God's  above  all;  and 
there  be  souls  must  be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  must  not 
be  saved. 

lago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cas.  For  mine  own  part, —  no  offense  to  the  general, 
nor  any  man  of  quality, —  I  hope  to  be  saved. 

lago.  And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me  ;  the  lieu- 
tenant is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient.  Let's  have  no 
more  of  this  ;  let's  to  our  affairs. —  Forgive  us  our  sins  !  — 
Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  business.  Do  not  think,  gen- 
tlemen, I  am  drunk:  this  is  my  ancient;  —  this  is  my 
right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  : —  I  am  not  drunk  now  ;  I 
can  stand  well  enough,  and  speak  well  enough. 

All.  Excellent  well. 

Cas.  Why,  very  well,  then  ;  you  must  not  think,  then, 
that  I  am  drunk.  [Ex/f. 

.Ifon.  To  the  platform,  masters ;  come,  let's  set  the 
watch. 
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lago.  You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before  ;  — 
He  is  a  soldier  fit  to  stand  by  Caesar 
And  give  direction  :  and  do  but  see  his  vice  ; 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'  other  :  'tis  pity  of  him. 
I  fear  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in. 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  intirmity, 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus  .'' 

lago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep : 
He'll  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set, 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  It  were  well 

The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he  sees  it  not  ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils  :  is  not  this  true  } 

Enter  RODERIGO. 

lago.  {aside  to  Roderigo'\  How  now,  Roderigo  ! 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.  {Exit  Roderigo. 

Mon.  And  'tis  great  pity  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  place  as  his  own  second 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honest  action  to  say 
So  to  the  Moor. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island  : 

I  do  love  Cassio  well  ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil  —  But,  hark  !  what  noise  ? 

[Oj  within,—  "  Help  !  help  1  " 

Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  RODERIGO. 

Cas.  You  rogue  !  you  rascal ! 

Mon.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant  ? 

Cas.  A  knave  to  teach  me  my  duty  ! 
I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me  ! 

Cas.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  ?  {Striking  Roderigo. 

Mon.  Nay,  good  lieutenant ; 

{Staying  hitn. 
I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 
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Cas.  Let  me  go,  sir, 

Or  I'll  knock  you  o'er  the  mazard. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cas.  Drunk!  [J'/iey /Ig/it, 

lago.  \asiiie  to  Roderigo\  Away,  I  say  ;  go  out,  and  cry 
a  mutiny  !  [Exit  Roderigo. 

Nay,  good  lieutenant, —  alas,  gentlemen  ;  — 
Help,  ho  !  —  Lieutenant, —  sir, —  Montano, —  sir  ;  — 
Help,  masters  !  —  Here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed  ! 

[Bell  rings. 
Who's  that  which  rings  the  bell  ?  —  Diablo,  ho  ! 
The  town  will  rise  :  God's  will,  lieutenant,  hold  ; 
You  will  be  sham'd  forever. 

Re-e7iter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

0th.  What  is  the  matter  here  .'* 

Moti.  Zounds,  I  bleed  still ;  I  am  hurt  to  the  death. 

[Faints. 

0th.  Hold,  for  your  lives  ! 

lago.  Hold,  ho  !  Lieutenant, —  sir, —  Montano, —  gentle- 
men,— 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty  } 
Hold  !  the  general  speaks  to  you  ;  hold,  for  shame  ! 

0th.  Why,  how  now,  ho  !  from  whence  ariseth  this.' 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks,  and  to  ourselves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl : 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage 
Holds  his  soul  light  ;  he  die'^  nnon  his  motion. — 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell  !  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety. — ■  Wliat  is  tlie  matter,  masters  ?  — 
Honest  lago,  that  look'st  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak,  who  began  thi:?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

lago.  I  do  not  know  : —  friends  all  but  now,  even  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Devesting  them  for  bed  ;  and  then,  but  now  — 
As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men  — 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 
In  opposition  bloody.      I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds  ; 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
Those  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 
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0th.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot? 

Cas.   I  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  I  cannot  speak. 

C'///. ,  Wortliy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil; 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure  :  what's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  ?  give  me  answer  to  it. 

Moil.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger : 
Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  you  — 
While  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  offends  me  — 
Of  all  that  I  do  know  :  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night ; 
Unless  self-charity  be  sometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin 
When  violence  assails  us. 

0th.  Now,  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  passion,  having  my  best  judgment  coUied, 
Assays  to  lead  the  way  : — -if  I  once  stir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on  ; 
And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offense, 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  lose  me. —  What !  in  a  town  of  war. 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimful  of  fear. 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel. 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safety  ! 
'Tis  monstrous. —  lago,  who  began't } 

Man.  If  partially  afhn'd,  or  leagu'd  in  office, 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  tru-th. 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

Iao;o.  Touch  me  not  so  near  : 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth 
Than  it  should  do  offense  to  Michael  Cassio  ; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him. —  Thus  it  is,  general, 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech, 
There  comes  a  fellow  crying  out  for  help  ; 
And  Cassio  following  him  with  determin'd  sword 
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To  execute  upon  him.     Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause  : 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue, 
Lest  by  his  clamor  —  as  it  so  fell  out  — 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  swift  of  foot, 
Outran  my  purpose  ;  and  1  return'd  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  ciink  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath  ;  which  till  to-night 
I  ne'er  might  say  before.     When  I  came  back, — 
For  this  was  brief, —  I  found  them  close  together. 
At  blow  and  thrust ;  even  as  again  they  were 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report :  —  s 

But  men  are  men  ;  the  best  sometimes  forget :  —  / 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, — 
As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best, — 
Yet,  surely,  Cassio,  I  believe,  receiv'd 
From  him  that  fled  some  strange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

0th.  I  know,  lago. 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio. —  Cassio,  1  love  thee; 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. — 

Re-enter  Desdemona,  attended. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'dup!  — 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Des.  What's  the  matter.' 

0th.   All's  well  now,  sweeting  ;  come  away  to  bed. — 
Sir,  for  your  hurts,  myself  will  be  your  surgeon  : 
Lead  him  off.  [  To  Motitano,  who  is  led  off, 

lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town. 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. — - 
Come,  Desdemona :  'tis  the  soldiers'  life 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife. 

[Exeunt  all  except  lago  afid  Cassio. 

lago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant .' 

Cas.  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 

lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! 

Cas.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation  !  O,  I  have  lost     \ 
my  reputation !  I  have  lost  the  immortal  p<-frt  of  myself,   / 
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and  what  remains  is  bestial. —  My  reputation,   lago,  my 
reputation  ! 

lago.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had  re- 
ceived some  bodily  wound  ;  there  is  more  sense  in  that 
than  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  false 
imposition ;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  lost  without 
deserving  :  you  have  lost  no  reputation  at  all,  unless  you 
repute  yourself  such  a  loser.  What,  man  !  there  are  ways 
to  recover  the  general  again  :  you  are  but  now  cast  in  his 
mood,  a  punishment  more  in  policy  than  in  malice ; 
even  so  as  one  would  beat  his  offenseless  dog  to  affright 
an  imperious  lion  :  sue  to  him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Cas.  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised  than  to  deceive  so 
good  a  commander  with  so  slight,  so  drunken,  and  so  in- 
discreet an  officer.  Drunk  .^  and  speak  parrot.?  and 
squabble.''  swagger?  swear?  and  discourse  fustian  with 
one's  own  shadow?  —  O  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if 
thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee  devil ! 

lago.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Cas.  I  know  not. 

lago.  Is't  possible  ? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing  distinctly ; 
a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore. —  O  God,  that  men 
should  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  steal  away  their 
brains  !  that  we  should,  with  joy,  pleasance,  revel,  and  ap- 
plause, transform  ourselves  into  beasts  ! 

lago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough  :  how  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil  drunkenness  to  give  place 
to  the  devil  wrath  :  one  unperfectness  shows  me  another, 
to  make  me  frankly  despise  myself. 

lago.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler  :  as  the  time, 
the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  stands,  I 
could  heartily  wish  this  had  not  befallen  ;  but,  since  it  is 
as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Cas.  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again, —  he  shall  tell 
me  I  am  a  drunkard  !  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra, 
such  an  answer  would  stop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  sen- 
sible man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently  a  beast  !  O 
strange  !  —  Every  inordinate  cup  is  unblessed,  and  the  in- 
gredient is  a 'devil. 
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lago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  crea- 
ture, if  it  be  well  used  :  exclaim  no  more  against  it.  And, 
good  lieutenant,  I  think  you  think  I  love  you. 

Cas.   I  have  well  approved  it,  sir. —  I  drunk  ! 

lago.  You  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  a  time, 
man.  I'll  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.  Our  general's  wife 
is  now  the  general ;  —  I  may  say  so  in  this  respect,  for  that 
he  hath  devoted  and  given  up  himself  to  the  contempla- 
tion, mark,  and  denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces:  — 
confess  yourself  freely  to  her ;  importune  her  help  to  put  you 
in  your  place  again  :  she  is  of  so  free,  so  kind,  so  apt,  so 
blessed  a  disposition,  she  holds  it  a  vice  in  her  good- 
ness not  to  do  more  than  she  is  requested  :  this  broken 
joint  between  you  and  her  husband  entreat  her  to  splin- 
ter; and,  my  fortunes  against  any  lay  worth  naming,  this 
crack  of  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  be- 
fore. 

Cas.  You  advise  me  well. 

lago.  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love  and  honest 
kindness. 

Cas.  I  think  it  freely  ;  and  betimes  in  the  morning 
I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  undertake 
for  me  :  I  am  desperate  of  my  fortunes  if  they  check  me 
here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right.  Good  night,  lieutenant ;  I 
must  to  the  watch. 

Cas.  Good  night,  honest  lago.  S^Exit. 

lago.  And  what's  he,  then,  that  says  I  play  the  villain  } 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give  and  honest, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and,  indeed,  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again  .''     For  'tis  most  easy 
Th'  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit  :  she's  fram'd  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor, — were't  to  renounce  his  baptism, 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, 
His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list. 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  function.    How  am  I,  then,  a  villain 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course. 
Directly  to  his  good  }     Divinity  of  hell  ! 
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When  devils  will  the  blackest  sins  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows, 
As  I  do  now  :  for  whiles  this  honest  fool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes, 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
I'll  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust  ; 
And  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch  ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 
That  shall  enmesh  them  all. 

Re-enter  RODERIGO. 

How  now,  Roderigo  ! 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  a  hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My  money  is  al- 
most spent ;  I  have  been  to-night  exceedingly  well  cud- 
geled ;  and  I  think  the  issue  will  be—  I  shall  have  so 
much  experience  for  my  pains  ;  and  so,  with  no  money  at 
all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  again  to  Venice. 

lago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience  ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  know'st  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft ; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does't  not  go  well  ?  Cassio  hath  beaten  thee, 
And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hath  cashier'd  Cassio  : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun, 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe  : 
Content  thyself  awhile. —  By  the  mass,  'tis  morning  ; 
Pleasure  and  action  makes  the  hours  seem  short. — 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted  : 
Away,  I  say ;  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.    S^Exit  Roderigo.']    Two  things  are  to 

be  done, — 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress  ; 
I'll  set  her  on  ; 

Myself  the  while  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 
Soliciting  his  wife  :  —  ay,  that's  the  way ; 
Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay.  \Exit. 
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ACT    III. 

Scene  I.  Cyprus.     Before  the  rastle. 

Enter  Cassio  and  some  Musicians. 

Cas.  Masters,  play  here,- — I  will  content  your  pains, — 
Something  that's  brief ;  and  bid  "  Good  morrow,  general." 

yMusic. 
Enter    Clown. 

Clo.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments  been  in  Na- 
ples, that  they  speak  i'  the  nose  thus  ? 

First  Miis.  How,  sir,  how  ! 

Clo.  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  wind-instruments .'' 

First  Mus.  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  sir. 

Clo.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

First  Mus.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  sir  ? 

Clo.  Many,  sir,  by  many  a  wind-instrument  that  I  know. 
But,  masters,  here's  money  for  you  :  and  the  general  so 
likes  your  music,  that  he  desires  you,  of  all  loves,  to  make 
no  more  noise  with  it. 

First  Mus.  Well,  sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be  heard,  to't 
again  :  but.  as  they  say,  to  hear  music  the  general  does 
not  greatly  care. 

First  Mus.  We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'll  away  : 
go  ;  vanish  into  air  ;  away  !  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

Cas.   Dost  thou  hear,  my  honest  friend  .'' 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend  ;  I  hear  you. 

Cas.  Prithee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.  There's  a  poor  piece 
of  gold  for  thee  :  if  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the 
general's  wife  be  stirring,  tell  her  there's  one  Cassio  en- 
treats her  a  little  favor  of  speech  :  wilt  thou  do  this? 

Clo.  She  is  stirring,  sir  ;  if  she  will  stir  hither,  I  shall 
seem  to  notify  unto  her. 

Cas.  Do,  good  my  friend.  [Exit  Clo^un, 

Enter  I  AGO. 

In  happy  time,  lago. 
lago.  You  have  not  been  a-bed,  then  ? 
Cas.  Why,  no  ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  lago, 
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To  send  in  to  your  wife :  my  suit  to  her' 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

I  ago.  I'll  send  her  to  you  presently  ; 

And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  be  more  free. 

Cas.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.      {^Exit  Iago?\    I  never 
knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant :  I  am  sorry 
For  your  displeasure  ;  but  all  will  sure  be  well. 
The  general  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it ; 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly  :  the  Moor  replies. 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus 
And  great  affinity,  and  that  in  wholesome  wisdom 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you  ;  but   he  protests  he  loves 

you, 
And  needs  no  other  suitor  but  his  likings 
To  take  the  saf 'st  occasion  by  the  front 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cas.  Yet,  I  beseech  you, — 

If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, — 
Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemon  alone. 

Emil.  Pray  you,  come  in  : 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freelJ^ 

Cas.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  ^Exeunt. 

Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  OTHEhhO,  IaGO,  a;/^  Gentlemen. 

Ot/t.  These  letters  give,  lago,  to  the  pilot  ; 
And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  senate  : 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works  ; 
Repair  there  to  me. 

/ago.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

Ot/i.  This  fortification,  gentlemen. —  shall  we  see't  ? 

Gent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [^Exeunt. 
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Scene  III.     The  garden  of  the  castle. 
£'«/<fr  Desdemona,  Cassio,  a«^  Emilia. 

Des.  Be  thou  assur'd,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emil.    Good    madam,    do :    I  warrant   it   grieves  my 
husband. 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.  O,  that's  an  honest  fellow. —  Do  not  doubt,  Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cas.  Bounteous  madam. 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Des.  I  know't, —  I  thank  you.      You  do  love  my  lord  : 
You've  known  him  long ;  and  be  you  well  assur'd 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  further  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  lady, 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long, 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet, 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance. 
That,  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied. 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des.  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  Emilia  here 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place  :  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article  :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience ; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift ; 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio's  suit:  therefore  be  merry,  Cassio; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Emil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Cas.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Des.  Why,  stay,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cas.  Madam,  not  now  :  I'm  very  ill  at  ease. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Des.  Well,  do  your  discretion.  [Exit  Cassio. 
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Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago.  Ha  !  I  like  not  that. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

Iago.   Nothing,  my  lord  :  or  if  —  I  know  not  what. 

0th.  Was  not  that  Cassio  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

Iago.  Cassio,  my  lord  !  No,  sure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Des.  How  now,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

0th.  Who  is't  you  mean  .'* 

Des.  Why,  your  lieutenant,  Cassio.     Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  present  reconciliation  take  ; 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face : 
I  prithee,  call  him  back. 

0th.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

Des.  Ay,  sooth  ;  so  humbled. 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me. 
To  suffer  with  him.     Good  love,  call  him  back. 

0th.  Not  now,  sweet  Desdemon ;  some  other  timt 

Des.  But  shall't  be  shortly.? 

Oth.  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des.   Shall't  be  to-night  at  supper.? 

Oth.  No,  not  to-night. 

Des.  To-morrow  dinner,  then  } 

Oth.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home; 

I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des.  Why,  then,  to-morrow  night  ;  or  Tuesday  morn  ; 
On  Tuesday  noon,  or  night;  on  Wednesday  morn  :  — 
I  prithee,  name  the  time;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days  :  in  faith,  he's  penitent; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, — 
Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  examples 
Out  of  their  best, —  is  not  almost  a  fault 
T'  incur  a  private  check.     When  shall  he  come  } 
Tell  me,  Othello  :  I  wonder  in  my  soul, 
What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny, 
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Or  stand  so  mammering  on.     What !  Michael  Cassio, 
That  came  a-vvooing  with  you  ;  and  so  many  a  time, 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  ta'en  your  part  ;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  !     Trust  me,  I  could  do  much, — 

Oth.  Prithee,  no  more  :  let  him  come  when  he  will ; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; 

'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  pecuhar  protit 
To  your  own  person  :  nay,  when  I  have  a  suit 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  be  full  of  poise  and  difficult  weight. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing : 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this. 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Des.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no  :  farewell,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Farewell,    my    Desdemon  :      I'll    come    to    thee 
straight. 

Des.  Emilia,  come.  —Be  as  your  fancies  teach  you  ; 
Whate'er  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  \Exit,  with  Emilia. 

Oth.  Excellent  wretch  !     Perdition  catch  my  soul. 
But  I  do  love  thee  !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

lago.  My  noble  lord, — 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  say,  lago  ? 

lago.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo'd  my  lady. 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

Oth.  He  did,  from  first  to  last :  why  dost  thou  ask  } 

lago.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought  ; 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago  ? 

lago.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 

Oth.  O,  yes ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

lago.  Indeed  ! 

Oth.  Indeed  !  ay,  indeed  :  —  discern 'st  thou   aught   in 
that? 
Is  he  not  honest? 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord  I 

Oth.  Honest  f  ay,  honest. 
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lago.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  think  ? 

lago.  Think,  my  lord  ! 

0th.  Think,  my  lord  ! 

By  heaven,  he  echoes  me, 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown. —  Thou  dost  mean  something  : 
I  heard  thee  say  even  now,  thou  lik'dst  not  that, 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife  :  what  didst  not  like.'' 
And  when  I  told  thee  he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  criedst  "  Indeed  I  " 
And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit :  if  thou  dost  love  me, 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

0th.  I  think  thou  dost ; 

And,  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  love  and  honesty, 
And  weigh 'st  thy  words  before  thou  giv'st  them  breath, 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  : 
For  such  things  in  a  false  disloyal  knave 
Are  tricks  of  custom  ;  but  in  a  man  that's  just 
They're  close  delations,  working  from  the  heart. 
That  passion  cannot  rule. 

lago.  For  Michael  Cassio, 

I  dare  be  sworn  I  think  that  he  is  honest. 

0th.  I  think  so  too. 

lago.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem  ; 

Or  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none ! 

0th.  Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

lago.  Why,  then,  I  think  Cassio's  an  honest  man. 

0th.   Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this  : 
I  prithee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  dost  ruminate ;  and  give  thy  worst  of  thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me  : 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts?     Why,  say  they're  vile  and  false,— 
As  where 's  that  palace  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who  has  a  breast  so  pure. 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
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Keep  leets  and  law-days,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

Ot/i.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend.  lago, 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wrong'd,  and  mak  st  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  beseech  you  — 

Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  g^ess. 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abuses,  and  oft  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not  —  that  your  wisdom  yet, 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conceits, 
Would  take  no  notice  ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance  : — ■ 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet  nof  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Otk.  What  dost  thou  mean? 

lago.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  soulb  ; 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash  ;  'tis  something,  nothing ; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands  ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th.   By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thoughts! 

lago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand ; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custod3\ 

0th.  Ha  ! 

lago.  O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy ; 

It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on  :  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves ! 

0th.  O  misery ! 

lago.  Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor  :  — 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy  ! 

Oih.  Why,  why  is  this  } 

Think'st  thou  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
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To  follow  Still  the  changes  of  the  moon 

With  fresh  suspicions?  No  ;  to  be  once  in  doubt 

Is  once  to  be  resolv'd  :  exchange  me  for  a  goat, 

When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  soul 

To  such  exsufflicate  and  blown  surmises, 

Matching  thy  inference.     'Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous 

To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 

Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well  ; 

Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous  : 

Not  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  1  draw 

The  smallest  fear  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 

For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me.     No,  lago  ; 

I'll  see  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  ; 

And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 

Away  at  once  with  love  or  jealousy  ! 

/a£-o.  I'm  glad  of  it ;  for  now  I  shall  have  reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit  :  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me  :  — -I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife  ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio  ; 
Wear  your  eye  thus,  not  jealous  nor  secure  : 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abus'd  ;  look  to't : 
I  know  our  country  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands  ;  their  best  conscience 
Is  —  not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

0//i.  Dost  thou  say  so  ? 

lago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you  ; 
And  when  she  seem'd  to  shake  and  fear  your  looks. 
She  lov'd  them  most. 

0th.  And  so  she  did. 

lago.  Why,  go  to,  then ; 

She  that,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming. 
To  seel  her  father's  eyes  up  close  as  oak  — 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft :  —  but  I'm  much  to  blame  ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th.  I'm  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

lago.  I  see  this  hath  a  little  dash'd  your  spirits. 

0th.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

lago.  V  faith,  I  fear  it  has, 
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I  hope  you  will  consider  what  is  spoke 

Comes  from  my  love;  —  but  I  do  see  you're  mov'd  :  — 

I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  strain  my  speech 

To  grosser  issues  nor  to  larger  reach 

Than  to  suspicion. 

0th.   I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord, 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.  Cassio's  my  worthy  friend  :  — 
My  lord,  I  see  you're  mov'd. 

0th.  No,  not  nmch  mov'd  :  — 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest. 

lago.  Long  live  she  so  !  and  long  live  you  to  think  so  ! 

0th.  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  itself, — 

lago.  Ay,  there's  the  point:  —  as  —  to  be  bold  with 
you  — 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree, 
Whereto  we  see  in  all  things  nature  tends, — 
Foh !  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank, 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural  :  — 
But  pardon  me:    I  do  not  in  position 
Distinctly  speak  of  her;  though  I  may  fear 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 
And  happily  repent. 

Otk.  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more  ; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe  :  leave  me,  lago. 

lago.   My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  \Going. 

0th.  Why  did  I  marry  ?  —  This  honest  creature  doubt- 
less 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lago.  My  lord,  I  would  I  might  entreat  your  honor 

{^Returning. 
To  scan  this  thing  no  further;  leave  it  to  time: 
Although  'tis  tit  that  Cassio  have  his  place,— 
For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability, — 
Yet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  awhile. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means  • 
Note  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  importunity  ; 
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Much  will  be  seen  in  that.     In  the  mean  time 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, — 
As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  I  am, — 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honor. 

0th.  Fear  not  my  government. 

^ago.   I  once  more  take  my  leave.  \^Exit. 

0th.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty, 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit. 
Of  human  dealings.     If  I  do  prove  her  haggard, 
Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
I'd  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind, 
To  prey  at  fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have  ;  or,  for  I  am  declin'd 
Into  the  vale  of  years, —  yet  that's  not  much  ;  — 
She's  gone  ;  I  am  abus'd  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loathe  her.     O  curse  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  appetites  !  I  had  rather  be  a  toad. 
And  live  upon  the  vapor  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love 
For  others'  uses.     Yet,  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones  ; 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  less  than  the  base ; 
'Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death  : 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us 
When  we  do  quicken.—  Desdemona  comes  : 
If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself  I  — 
I'll  not  believe 't. 

Re-enter  Desdemona  and  EMILIA. 

Des.  How  now,  my  clear  Othello  I 

Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

0th.  I  am  to  blame. 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  faintly  ? 

Are  you  not  well  ? 

0th.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here, 

Des.  Faith,  that's  with  watching;  'twill  away  again  ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

0th.  Your  napkin  is  too  little  ; 

\He  puts  the  handkerchief  from  him  ;  and  she  drops  it, 
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Let  it  alone.     Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Des.  I'm  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

{Exeunt  Otiiello  and  Desdemona. 

Emil.  I  am  glad  I  have  founil  this  napkin  : 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor  : 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it ;  but  she  so  loves  the  token, — • 
For  he  conjur'd  her  she  should  ever  keep  it, — 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her 
To  kiss  and  talk  to.     I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  out, 
And  give't  I  ago  : 

What  he  will  do  with  it  heaven  knows,  not  I  ; 
I  nothing  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Re-en  fer  I  AGO. 

/ago.  How  now  !  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

Emil.  Do  not  you  chide  ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

.  ago.  A  thing  for  me  !  —  it  is  a  common  thing  — 

Einil.  Ha! 

lago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

Emil.   O,  is  that  all .-'     What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief  } 

lago.  What  handkerchief.^ 

Emil.   What  handkerchief ! 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

lago.  Hast  stol'n  it  from  her.? 

Emil.  No,  faith  ;  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence. 
And,  to  th'  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took't  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

lago.  A  good  wench  ;  give  it  me. 

Emil.  What  will  you  do  with't,  that  you  have  been  so 
earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it  }  i 

lago.  Why,  what's  that  to  you  ?  [S}tatching  it. 

Emil.  If't  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give't  me  again  :  poor  lady,  she'll  run  mad 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  acknown  on't ; 

I  have  use  for  it.     Go,  leave  me.  [Exit  Emilia. 

I  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it.  Trifles  light  as  air 
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NAre  to  the  jealous  confirmations  strong 
IAs  proofs  of  holy  writ :  this  may  do  something. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison  :  — 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 
Which  at  the  first  are  scarce  found  to  distaste, 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  rtie  blood, 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur. —  I  did  say  so  :  — 
Look,  where  he  comes  !     Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora. 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world. 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

Re-enter  Othello. 

Otk.  Ha  !  ha  !  false  to  me  ? 

lago.  Why,  how  now,  general !  no  more  of  that. 

Ot/i.    Avaunt !    be  gone !   thou     hast   set  me   on   the 
rack ;  — 
I  swear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 

lago.  How  now,  my  lord  ! 

Oth.  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stol'n  hours  of  lust  ? 
I  saw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  : 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry  ; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips  : 
'   He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stol'n. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioners  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body. 
So  I  had  nothing  known.  O,  now,  for  ever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind  !  farewell  content ! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars, 
That  make  ambition  virtue  !     O,  farewell  ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  th'  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality. 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war! 
And,  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamors  counterfeit, 
Farewell  !  Othello's  occupation  s  gone  ! 

lago.  Is't  possible,  my  lord  .'* 

Oth.  Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore, — 
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Be  sure  of  it ;  give  me  the  ocular  proof ; 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  man's  eternal  soul, 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog 
Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath  ! 

lago.  Is't  come  to  this  ? 

0th.  Make  me  to  see't  ;  or,  at  the  least,  so  prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge  nor  loop 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  ;  or  woe  upon  thy  life  ! 

lago.  My  noble  lord, — 

0th.  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me. 
Never  pray  more  ;  abandon  all  remorse  ; 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate  ; 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd  ; 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add 
Greater  than  that. 

lago.  O  grace  !     O  heaven  forgive  me  1 

Are  you  a  man  ?  have  you  a  soul  or  sense  ?  — 
God  b'  wi'  you  !  take  mine  office. —  O  wretched  fool, 
That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice  !  — 

0  monstrous  world  !     Take  note,  take  note,  O  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit  ;  and  from  hence 
I'll  love  no  friend,  sith  love  breeds  such  offense. 

0th.  Nay,  stay  :  —  thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

Ias;o.  I  should  be  wise  ;  for  honesty's  a  fool. 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

0th.  By  the  world, 

1  think  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not  : 
I'll  have  some  proof :  her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face. —  If  there  be  cords  or  knives, 
Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 
I'll  not  endure  it. —  Would  I  were  satisfied  ! 

lago.  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion  ; 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied  ? 

0th.  Would  !  nay,  I  will. 

lago.  And  may  :  but,  how.'  how  satisfied,  my  lord  ? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on, — 
Behold  her  tupp'd  } 

0th.  Death  and  damnation  !  O  I 
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lago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect  :  damn  them,  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster 
More  than  their  own  !     What  then?  how  thcu  ? 
What  shall  I  say  ?     Where's  satisfaction  ? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation  and  strong  circumstances  — 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth  — 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have't. 

0th.  Give  me  a  living  reason  she's  disloyal. 

lago.  I  do  not  like  the  office  : 
But,  sith  I'm  enter'd  in  this  cause  so  far, — 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, — 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately  ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs  ; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio  : 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say,  "  Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves  ;  " 
And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand. 
Cry  "  O  sweet  creature!  "  and  then  kiss  me  hard. 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots 
That  grew  upon  my  lips  :  then  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sigh'd,  and  kiss'd  ;  and  then 
Cried  "  Cursed  fate  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor  !  " 

0th.  O  monstrous  !  monstrous  ! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

0th.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion  : 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

0th.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lago.  Nay,  but  be  wise  :  yet  we  see  nothing  done ; 
She  may  be  honest  yet.     Tell  me  but  this, — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief 
Spotted  with  strawberries  in  your  wife's  hand  1 

0th.  I  gave  her  such  a  one  ;  'twas  my  first  gift. 
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lago.  I  know  not  that  :  but  such  a  handkerchief  — 
I'm  sure  it  was  your  wife's  —  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

0th.  If  it  be  that,— 

lago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers, 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

0th.  O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives, — 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  lor  my  revenge  ! 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true. —  Look  here,  lago  ; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven  : 
'Tis  gone. — 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  the  hollow  hell ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne 
To  tyrannous  hate !     Swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues  ! 

lago.  Yet  be  content. 

0th.  O,  blood,  I)lood,  blood  ! 

lago.  Patience,  1  say  ;  your  mind  perhaps  may  change. 

0th.  Never,  lago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea. 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  <lue  on 
To  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont; 
Even  so  my  bloody  thciights,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love. 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. —  Now,  by  yond  marble  heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow  [Kneels. 

I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet. —  [Kneels, 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above, 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about, — 
Witness  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service !     L«t  him  command, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse. 
What  bloody  business  ever. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous. 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't : 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 
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lago.  My  friend  is  dead ;  'tis  done  at  your  request : 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her,  lewd  minx  !  O,  damn  her ! 

Come,  go  with  me  apart :  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.     Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

lago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  \Exeunt, 

Scene  IV.    Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  a//c/ Clown. 

Des.  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  Lieutenant  Cassio 
lies? 

Clo.  I  dare  not  say  he  lies  any  where. 

Des.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  He's  a  soldier  ;  and  for  one  to  say  a  soldier  lies,  is 
stabbing. 

Des.  Go  to  :  where  lodges  he  .'' 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
I  lie. 

Des.   Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges  ;  and  for  me  to  devise 
a  lodging,  and  say  he  lies  here  or  he  lies  there,  were  to 
lie  in  mine  own  throat. 

Des.  Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report  } 

Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him  ;  that  is,  make 
questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  :  tell  him  I  have 
moved  my  lord  on  his  behalf,  and   hope  all  will  be  well, 

Clo.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man's  wit ; 
and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  \E.xit. 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief,  Emilia  ? 

Emil.   I  know  not,  madam. 

Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  crusadoes  :  and,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  nO  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Emil.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Des.  Who,  he  .'  I  think  the  sun  where  he  was  born 
Drew  all  such  humors  from  him. 

Emil.  Look,  where  he  comes. 
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Des.   I  will  not  leave  him  now  till  Cassio 
Be  cal  'd  to  him. 

Enter  Othello. 

How  is't  with  you,  my  lord  ? 

Otii.  Well,  my  good    lady. —  \_Aside\   O,  hardness  to 
dissemble  !  — 
How  do  you,  Desdemona  ? 

Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

0th.  Give  me  your  hand  :  this  hand  is  moist,  my  lady. 

Des.  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

0th.  This  argues  fruitfulness  and  liberal  heart :  — 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist  :  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigation,  exercise  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so  ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0th.  A  liberal  hand  :  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Des.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.    Come  now,  your  promise. 

0th.  What  promise,  chuck  } 

Des.   I've  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you. 

0th.  I  have  a  salt  and  sorry  rheum  offends  me ; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Des.  Here,  my  lord, 

0th.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

0th.  Not? 

Des.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

0th.  That  is  a  fault. 

That  handkerchief 

Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people  :  she  told  her,  while  she  kept  it. 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  love  ;  but  if  she  lost  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies  :  she,  dying,  gave  it  me  ; 
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And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so  :  and  take  heed  on't ; 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye  ; 
To  lose't  or  give't  away  were  such  perdition 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 

Des.  Is't  possible  ? 

0th.   'Tis  true  :  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it ; 
A  sibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  course  two  hundred  compasses, 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work  ; 
The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk ; 
And  it  was  dy'd  in  mummy  which  the  skillful 
Conserv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des.  Indeed  !  is't  true  ? 

0th.  Most  veritable  ;  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Des.  Then  would  to  God  that  I  had  never  seen't ! 

0th.  Ha  !  wherefore  ? 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash  ? 

0th.  Is't  lost  }  is't  gone  ?   speak,  is  it  out  o'  the  way  ? 

Des.   Heaven  bless  us  ! 

0th.  Say  you  } 

Des.  It  is  not  lost ;  but  what  an  if  it  were? 

0th.  How! 

Des.  I  say,  it  is  not  lost. 

0th.  Fetch't,  let  nie  see't. 

Des.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  suit : 
Pray  you,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

0th.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief :  my  mind  misgives. 

Des.  Come,  come ; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

0th.  The  handkerchief ! 

Des.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassio. 

0th.  The  handkerchief ! 

Des.  A  man  that  all  his  time 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love, 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you, — 

0th.  The  handkerchief ! 

Des.  In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

0th.  Away!  \Exit. 

Emil.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Des.  I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
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Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief : 
I'm  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

Emil.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man  : 
They're  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food ; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they're  full. 
They  belch  us. —  Look  you, —  Cassio  and  my  husband. 

Enter  Cassio  and  Iago. 

Tago.  There  is  no  other  way  ;  'tis  she  must  do't : 
And,  lo,  the  happiness  !  go,  and  importune  her. 

JJes.  How  now,  good  Cassio  !    what's  the  news  with 
you  ? 

Cas.  Madam,  my  former  suit :  I  do  beseech  you 
That  by  your  virtuous  means  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love 
Whom  I  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart 
Entirely  honor :  I  would  not  be  delay 'd. 
If  my  offense  be  of  such  mortal  kind 
That  nor  my  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows. 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity. 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again. 
But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit  ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Des.  Alas,  thrice-gentle  Cassio  ! 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favor  as  in  humor  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best. 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure 
For  my  free  speech  !  You  must  awhile  be  patient : 
What  I  can  do  I  will ;  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  myself  I  dare  :  let  that  suffice  you. 

Iago.  Is  my  lord  angry? 

Emil.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

And  certainly  in  strange  unquietness. 

Iago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  seen  the  cannon. 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother  ;  —  and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
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Something  of  moment,  then  :  I  will  go  meet  him  : 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des.  I  prithee,  do  so.  \^Exzt  lago. 

Something,  sure,  of  state, — 
Either  from  Venice,  or  some  unhatch'd  practice 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit ;  and  in  such  cases 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.     'Tis  even  so; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  even  to  that  sense 
Of  pain  :  nay,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observancy 
As  fits  the  bridal. —  Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia, 
I  was  —  unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am  — 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
But  now  I  find  I  had  suborn'd  the  witness, 
And  he's  indicted  falsely. 

Emil.  Pray  heaven  it  be  state-matters,  as  you  think. 
And  no  conception  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 

Des.  Alas  the  day,  I  never  gave  him  cause  ! 

Emil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer'd  so  ; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause, 
But  jealous  for  they're  jealous  :  'tis  a  monster 
Begot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

Des,  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind  ! 

Ei)iil.  Lady,  amen. 

Des.  I  will  go  seek  him. —  Cassio,  walk  hereabout : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  suit, 
And  seek  t'  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cas.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

\_Exeunt  Desdemojia  and  Emilia. 

Enter  BlANCA. 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio  ! 

Cas.  What  make  you  from  home? 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca  ? 
r  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What,  keep  a  week  away  }  seven  days  and  nights  .'' 
Eight  score  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers'  absent  hours, 
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More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times? 

0  weary  reckoning ! 

Cas.  Pardon  me,  Bianca: 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press 'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time, 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

\Giving  her  Desdcvwnas  handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Biati.  O  Cassio,  whence  came  this  ? 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend  : 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause  : 
Is't  come  to  this  ?     Well,  well. 

Cas.  Go  to,  woman  ! 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.     You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrance  : 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it  ? 

Cas.  I  know  not  neither  :  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well  :  ere  it  be  demanded, — 
As  like  enough  it  will, —  I'd  have  it  copied  : 
Take  it,  and  do't ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you  !  wherefore .'' 

Cas.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish. 
To  have  him  see  me  woman'd. 

Bian.  W^hy,  I  pray  you? 

Cas.  Not  that  I  love  you  not.  \ 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me.) 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cas.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring-you  ; 
For  I  attend  here  :  but  I'll  see  you  soon. 

Bian.  'Tis  very  good  ;  I  must  be  circumstanc'd. 

{Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 
Scene  I.     Cyprus.    Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  afidlhO-o. 
lago.  Will  you  think  so  ? 
0th.  Think  so,  lago  ! 
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I  ago.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private  ? 

0th.  An  unauthoriz'd  kiss. 

lago.   Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  in  bed 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

0th.  Naked  in  bed,  lago,  and  not  mean  harm  ! 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil ; 
They  that  mean  virtuously  and  yet  do  so. 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

lago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip : 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, — 

0th.  What  then  ? 

lago.  Why,  then,  'tis  hers,  my  lord  ;  and,  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

Oih.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honor  too  : 
May  she  give  that .'' 

lago.  Her  honor  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen  ; 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, — 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot  it :  — 
Thou  said'st, —  O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  th'  infected  house. 
Boding  to  all, —  he  had  my  handkerchief. 

lago.   Ay,  what  of  that } 

Oth.  That's  not  so  good  now. 

lago.  What, 

If  I  had  said  I  had  seen  him  do  you  wrong  } 
Or  heard  him  say, —  as  knaves  be  such  abroad. 
Who  having,  by  their  own  miportunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress. 
Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab  — 

Oih.  Hath  he  said  anything? 

lago.  He  hath,  my  lord  ;  but  be  you  well  assur'd. 
No  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  said  ? 

lago.  Faith,  that  he  did  —  I  know  not  what  he  did. 

Oth.  What.?  what.? 

lago.  Lie  — 

Oth.  With  her? 

lago.  With    her,  on  her ;  what  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  her  I  lie  on  her  !  —  We  say   lie    on    her, 
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when  they  belie  her. —  Lie  with  her!  that's  fulsome. — 
Handiverchief — confessions — handkerchief !— To  confess, 
and  be  hanged  for  his  hibor  ;  —  first,  to  be  hanged,  and 
then  to  confess. —  I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  invest 
herself  in  such  shadowing  passion  without  some  instruc- 
tion. It  is  not  words  that  shake  me  thus:  —  pish!  — 
noses,  ears,  and  lips. —  Is't  possible  1  —  Confess  —  hand- 
kerchief !  —  O  devil !  —  YFalls  in  a  trance. 

lago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work  !     Tluis  credulous  fools  are  caught  ; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames  even  thus. 
All  guiltless,  meet  reproach. —  What,  ho  !  my  lord! 
My  lord,  I  say  !  Othello  1 

Enter  CaSSIO. 

How  now,  Cassio ! 

Cas.  What's  the  matter  } 

lago.  My  lord  is  fall'n  into  an  epilepsy  : 
This  is  his  second  fit ;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cas.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear; 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course  : 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs: 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight  :  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasions  speak  with  you.  {Exit  Cassz'o, 
How  is  it,  general  .''  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  } 

0th.  Dost  thou  mock  me.-* 

lago.  I  mock  you  !  no,  by  heaven. 

Would  you  would  bear  your  fortune  like  a  man  ! 

0th.  A  horned  man's  a  monster  and  a  beast. 

lago.  There's  many  a  beast,  then,  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

0th.  Did  he  confers  it .'' 

lago.  Good  sir,  be  a  man  ; 

Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yok'd 
May  draw  with  you  :  there's  millions  now  alive 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper  beds 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar  :  your  case  is  better. 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
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And  to  Suppose  her  chaste  !     No,  let  me  know  ; 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

0//i.  O,  thou  art  wise  ;   'tis   certain. 

/(T£'o.  Stand  you  awhile  apart  ; 

Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list. 
Whilst  you  were  here  o'erwhelmed  with  your  grief, — 
A  passion  most  unfitting  such  a  man, — 
Cassio  came  hither  :  I  shifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promis'd.     Do  but  encave  yourself. 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns. 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  with  your  wife : 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.     Marry,  patience  ; 
Or  I  shall  say  you're  all  in  all  in  spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0^/t.  Dost  thou  hear,  lago  ? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience; 
But  —  dost  thou  hear .''  —  most  bloody. 

/a^o.  That's  not  amiss; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     Will  you  withdraw  ? 

{Othello  retires. 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife  that,  by  selling  her  desires. 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes  :  it  is  a  creature 
That  dotes  on  Cassio,— as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many  and  be  beguil'd  h\  one:  — 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter:  —  here  he  comes:  — 
As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad  ; 
And  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures,  and  light  behavior. 
Quite  in  the  wrong. 

Re-enter    Cassio. 

How  do  you  now,  lieutenant  ? 
Cas.  The  worser  that  you  give  me  the  addition 
Whose  want  even  kills  me. 
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lago.  Ply  Desdemona  well,  and  you  are  sure  on't. 
Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power,    ^Speaking  lower. 
How  quickly  should  you  speed  ! 

Cas.  Alas,  poor  caitiff ! 

0th.  [aside]  Look,  how  he  laughs  already  ! 

lago.    I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  so. 

Cas.  Alas,  poor  rogue  !  I  think,  i'  faith,  she  loves  me. 

0th.  \aside\  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

lago.  Do  you  hear,  Cassio  ? 

OUi.  [aside]  Now  he  importunes   him 

To  tell  it  o'er:  —  go  to  ;  well  said,  well  said. 

lago.  She  gives  it  out  that  you  shall  marry  her  : 
Do  you  intend  it  .' 

Cas.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

0th.  \aside\  Do  you  triumph,  Roman  ?  do  you  triumph  } 

Cas.  I  marry  her  !  —  what,  a  customer  !  Prithee,  bear 
some  charity  to  my  wit ;  do  not  think  it  so  unwhole- 
some: —  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

0th.  [aside]  So,  so.  so,  so:  —  they  laugh  that  win. 

lago.  Faith,  the  cry  goes  that  you  shall  marry  her. 

Cas.  Prithee,  say  true. 

lago.   I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

0th.  [aside]  Have  you  scored  me  .''     Well. 

Cas.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out  :  she  is  per- 
suaded I  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  fiattery, 
not  out  of  my  promise. 

Oih.  [aside]  lago  beckons  me  ;  now  he  begins  the 
story. 

Cas.  She  was  here  even  now  ;  she  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the  sea-bank 
with  certain  V^enetians  ;  and  thither  comes  the  bauble, 
and  falls  me  thus  about  my  neck, — 

Oth.  [aside]  Crying  "  O  dear  Cassio  !  "  as  it  were  :  his 
gesture  imports  it. 

Cas.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me;  so 
hales  and  pulls  me  :^ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Oth.  [aside]  Now  he  tells  how  she  plucked  him  to  my 
chamber.  O,  I  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I 
shall  throw  it  to. 

Cas.  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before  me  !  look,  where  she  comes. 

Cas.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew  !  marry,  a  perfumed  one. 
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Enier  Bianca. 

What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Btan.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you  !  What 
did  you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief  you  gave  me 
even  now  ?  I  was  a  tine  fool  to  take  it.  I  must  take  out 
the  work? —  A  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  should  find 
it  in  your  chamber,  and  not  know  who  left  it  there  !  This 
is  some  minx's  token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work  ? 
There, —  give  it  your  hobby-horse  :  wheresoever  you  had 
it,  I'll  take  out  no  work  on't. 

Cas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca  !  how  now !  how  now  ! 

0th.  [as/de]  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief! 

Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you  may;  an 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  \_Exit. 

lago.   After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.  Faith,  I  must  ;  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else 

lago.  Will  you  sup  there  ? 

Cas,   Yes,  I  intend  so. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you  ;  for  I  would  very 
fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Prithee,  come  ;  will  you  ? 

lago.   Go  to  ;  say  no  more.  \Extt  Cassio. 

0th.  \coming  forward]  How  shall  I  murder  him,  lago  ? 

lago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice  "i 

0th.  O  lago ! 

lago.  And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief  ? 

0th.  Was  that  mine  .'' 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand  :  and  to  see  how  he  prizes 
the  foolish  woman  your  wife  !  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath 
given  it  his  whore. 

0th.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a-killing. —  A  fine 
woman  !  a  fair  woman  !  a  sweet  woman  ! 

lago.  Nay,  you  must  forget  that. 

0th.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to- 
night ;  for  she  shall  not  live  :  no,  my  heart  is  turned  to 
stone  ;  I  strike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand. —  O,  the  world 
hath  not  a  sweeter  creature :  she  might  lie  by  an 
emperor's  side,  and  command  him  tasks. 

lago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

0th.  Hang  her  !  I  do  but  say  what  she  is  ;  —  so  deli- 
cate with  her  needle  I —  an  admirable  musician  I     O,  she 
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will  sing-  the  savageness  out  of  a  bear  !  —  of  so  high  and 
plenteous  wit  and  invention  !  — 

Jaj^o.  She's  the  worse  for  ail  this. 

0//i.  O,  a  thousand-thousand  times  :  —  and  then,  of  so 
gentle  a  condition  ! 

/tii,^o.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

O^/i.  Nay,  that's  certain  :  —  but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  lago ! 
O  lago,  the  pity  of  it,  lago  ! 

/di^o.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her 
patent  to  offend  ;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near 
nobody. 

Of/i.  I  will  chop  her  into  messes: —  cuckold  me! 

/a^o.  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

Ot^.  With  mine  officer  ! 

lag-o.  That's  fouler. 

0//i.  Get  me  some  poison,  lago;  this  night: —  I'll  not 
expostulate  with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide 
my  mind  again  :  —  this  night,  lago. 

/a_^o.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in  her  bed, 
even  the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

O^/i.  Good,  good  :  the  justice  of  it  pleases  :  very  good. 

/ag'o.  And  for  Cassio, —  let  me  be  his  undertaker  :  you 
shall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

0//i.  Excellent  good.  [A  trumpet  within. 'I  What 
trumpet  is  that  same  } 

lago.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.  'Tis  Lodovico 
Come  from  the  duke  ;  and,  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  LODOViCO,  Desdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

0th.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Lod.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

{Gives  him  a  packet. 

0th.  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[Opens  the  packet,  and  reads. 

Des.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico  ? 

lago.    I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  signior  ; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you.     How  does  Lieutenant  Cassio  ? 

lago.  Lives,  sir. 

Des.  Cousin,  there's  fall'n  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach:  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 
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0th.  Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

0th.  \rfads\  "  This  (ail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will  — " 

Loci.  He  did  not  call  :  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

Des.  A  most  unhappy  one  :  I  would  do  much 
T'  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

0th.  Fire  and  brimstone  ! 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

0th.  Are  you  wise? 

Des.  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  letter  mov'd  him  ; 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Des.  Trust  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

0th.  Indeed  ! 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

0th.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  Why,  sweet  Othello,— 

0th.  Devil!  {^Striking  her, 

Des.  I  have  not  deserv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw't :  'tis  very  much : 
Make  her  amends  ;  she  weeps. 

0th.  O  devil,  devil ! 

If  that  the  earth  could  team  with  woman's  tears. 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. — 
Out  of  my  sight ! 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  t'  offend  you.  \Going. 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady  ;  — 
I  do  beseech  j'our  lordship,  call  her  back. 

0th.  Mistress  ! 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

0th.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir .'' 

Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  Ay  ;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn  : 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again  ;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep  ; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say, —  obedient, — 
Very  obedient. —  Proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  sir, —  O  well-painted  passion  !  — 
I  am  commanded  home. —  Get  you  away  ; 
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I'll  send  for  you  anon. —  Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate, 
And  will  return  to  \'enice. —  Hence,  avaunt  ! 

[J£.v//  Desdemona. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.     And,  sir,  to-night 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together  : 
You're  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. —  Goats  and  monkeys! 

[Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  all-in-all  sufficient  }  —  Is  this  the  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake  }  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce  } 

lago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  safe .''  is  he  not  light  of  brain  } 

lago.  He's  that  he  is  :  I  may  not  breathe  my  censure. 
What  he  might  be, —  if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not, — 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were  ! 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife  ! 

lago.  Faith,  that  was  not  so  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst  ! 

Lod.  Is  it  his  use  ? 

Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new-create  this  fault .'' 

lago.  Alas,  alas  ! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me  to  speak 

What  I  have  seen  and  known.     You  shall  observe  him  ; 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so. 
That  I  may  save  my  speech  :  do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I'm  sorry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.         {Exeunt. 

Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  atid  Emilia. 

0th.  You  have  seen  nothing,  then  .'' 

Emil.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

0th.  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  she  together. 

Emil.  But  then  I  saw  no  harm,  and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

0th.   What,  did  they  never  whisper  } 

Emil,  Never,  my  lord. 
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0th.  Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way  ? 

Efnil.  Never. 

0th.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing  ? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

0th.  That's  strange. 

Einil.  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest. 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake  :  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thouglu, —  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse ! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true. 
There's  no  man  happy  ;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

0th.  Bid  her  come  hither  :  —  go.  \^Exit  Emilia. 

She  says  enough  ;  —  yet  she's  a  simple  bawd 
That  cannot  say  as  much.     This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villainous  secrets  : 
And  yet  she'll  kneel  and  pray  ;  I've  seen  her  do't. 

Enter  Desdemona,  with  Emilia. 

Des.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will } 

0th.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure  } 

0th.  Let  me  see  your  eyes ; 

Look  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 

0th.  [  to  Emilia\  Some  of  your  function,  mistress  ; 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry  "  hem,"  if  any  body  come  : 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery ;  —  nay,  dispatch, 

\^Exit  E7nilia. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  import } 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

0th.  Why,  what  art  thou  ? 

Des.  Your  wife,  my  lord  ;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 

0th.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself ; 

Lest,  being  like  on?  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee  :  therefore  be  double-damn'd, — 
Swear  thou  art  honest. 
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Des.  Heaven  cloth  truly  know  it. 

0th.  Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  false  as  hell. 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord  ?    with  whom  ?     how  an)   I 
false  ? 

0th.  Ah,  Desdemon  !  —  away  I  away  !  away  ! 

Des.  Alas  the  heavy  day  ! —  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  motive  of  these  tears,  my  lord  ? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me :  if  you  have  lost  him. 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

0th.  Had  it  pleas 'd  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction  ;  had  they  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores  and  shames  on  my  bare  head; 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  place  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience  :  but,  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at  !  — 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too  ;  well,  very  well : 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life, — 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs. 
Or  else  dries  up  ;  to  be  discarded  thence  ! 
Or  keep  it  ar.  a  cistern  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in  !  —  turn  thy  complexion  there, 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubin, — 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Des.  I  hope  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 

0th.  O,  ay  ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     O  thou  weed. 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell'st  so  sweet, 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee, —  would  thou  hadst  ne'er 
been  born  ! 

Des.  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed  ? 

0th.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book. 
Made  to  write  "  whore  "  upon  ?  What  committed  ! 
Committed  !  —  O  thou  public  commoner ! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty. 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds.—  What  committed ! 
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Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meets, 
Is  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it.—  What  committed  !  — 
Impudent  strumpet ! 

I)^s.  By  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

0//i.  Are  not  you  a  strumpet  ? 

Dfs.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian : 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Ot/i.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Des.  No,  as  I  shall  be  sav'd. 

0th.  Is't  possible  ? 

Des.  O,  heaven  forgive  us  ! 

0th.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then  : 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice 
That  married  with  Othello. —  You,  mistress, 
That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ! 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

You,  you,  ay,  you ! 
We've  done  our  course  ;  there's  money  for  your  pains  • 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counsel.        \Exlt. 

Emil.  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive  }  — 
How  do  you,  madam  }  how  do  you,  my  good  lady  } 

Des.  Faith,  half  asleep. 

Eim'l.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord  ? 

Des.  With  who  ? 

Emzl.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 

Des.  Who  is  thy  lord  } 

Etm'l.  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Des.  I  have  none  :  do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia  ; 
I  cannot  weep  ;  nor  answer  have  I  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.     Prithee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets,— remember ;  — 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Emil.  Here's  a  change  indeed  !     [Exit. 

Des.  'Tis  meet  I  should  be  us'd  so,  very  meet. 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  great 'st  abuse.? 
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Re-enter  Emilia  with  IaGO. 

lago.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  ?    How  is't  with 

you  ? 

Des.  I  cannot  tell.     Those  that  do  teach  young  babes 
Do  it  with  gentle  means  and  easy  tasks  : 
He  might  have  chid  me  so ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

lago.  What's  the  matter,  lady? 

E»i/I.  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.  Am  1  that  name,  lago  } 

lago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

Des.  Such  as  she  says  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emil.  He  call'd  her  whore  :  a  beggar  in  his  drink 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callat. 

lago.   Why  did  he  so  .-* 

Des.  I  do  not  know  ;  I'm  sure  I  am  none  such. 

lago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep  :  —  alas  the  day  ! 

Emil.  Hath  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches. 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  call'd  whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 

Des.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

lago.  Beshrew  him  for't  ! 

How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  .' 

Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Emil.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  villain. 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office, 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander;  I'll  be  hang'd  else. 

lago.  Fie, 
There's  no  such  man  ;  it  is  impossible. 

Des.  If  any  such  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him  ! 

Emil.  A  halter  pardon  him  !  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones  ! 
Why  should  he  call  her  whore  .''  who  keeps  her  company  .' 
What  place  .''  what  time  ?  what  form  .'  what  likelihood  ? 
The  Moor's  ahus'd  by  some  most  villainous  knave. 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow  :  — 
O  heaven,  that  such  companions  thou'dst  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip 
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To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west  ! 

lago.  Speak  within  door. 

Emil.  O,  fie  upon  them  !  Some  such  scjuire  he  was 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side  without. 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.  You  are  a  fool  ;  go  to. 

Des.  Alas,  lago. 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  for,  by  this  light  of  heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.     Here  I  kneel  :  — 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love, 
Either  in  discourse  of  thougiit  or  actual  deed  ; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  ; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will  —  though  he  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement  —  love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forswear  me  !     Unkindness  may  do  much  ; 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life, 
But  never  taint  my  love.     I  cannot  say  "  whore,"— 
It  does  abhor  me  now  I  speak  the  word ; 
To  do  the  act  that  might  th'  addition  earn 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lago.  I  pray  you,  be  content ;  'tis  but  his  humor  : 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offense. 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Des.  If  'twere  no  other, — 

lago.  'Tis  but  so,  I  warrant.  [  Triimpets  within. 

Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper  ! 
The  messengers  of  Venice  stay  the  meat  : 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

\Exeunt  Desdemona  atid  Emilia, 

Enter  RODERIGO. 

How  now,  Roderigo  ! 

Rod.  I  do  not  find  that  thou  dealest  justly  with  me. 

lago.  What  in  the  contrary  } 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  daffest  me  with  some  device,  lago  , 
and  rather,  as  it  seems  to  me  now,  keepesl  from  me  all 
conveniency  than  suppliest  me  with  the  least  advantage  of 
hope,     I  will,  indeed,  no  longer  endure  it;  nor  am   I  yet 
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persuaded  to  put  up  in  peace  what  already  I  have  foolishly 
suffered. 

lago.    Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  for  your  words  and 
performances  are  no  kin  together. 

Icigo.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod.  With  naught  but  truth.  I  have  wasted  myself  out 
of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  nie  to  de- 
liver to  Desdemona  would  half  have  corrupted  a  votarist: 
you  have  told  me  she  hath  received  them,  and  returned  me 
expectations  and  comforts  of  sudden  respect  and  acquain- 
tance ;  but  I  tind  none. 

lago.  Well  ;  go  to  ;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well !  go  to  !  I  cannot  go  to,  man  ;  nor  'tis 
not  very  well  :  nay,  I  think  it  is  scurvy,  and  begin  to  find 
myself  fopped  in  it. 

lago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  myself 
known  to  Desdemona  :  if  she  will  return  my  jewels,  I  will 
give  over  my  suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  solicitation  ;  if 
not,  assure  yourself  I  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  said  nothing  but  what  I  protest  intend- 
ment of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee  ;  and  even 
from  this  instant  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than 
ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo  :  thou  hast  taken 
against  me  a  most  just  exception  ;  but  yet,  I  protest,  I 
have  dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

lago.  I  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared  ;  and  your 
suspicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  But,  Rod- 
erigo, if  thou  hast  that  in  thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater 
reason  to  believe  now  than  ever, —  I  mean  purpose,  cour- 
age, and  valor, —  this  night  show  it :  if  thou  the  next  night 
following  enjoy  not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world 
with  treachery,  and  devise  engines  for  my  life. 

Rod.  Well,  what  is  it  ?  is  it  within  reason  and  com- 
pass ? 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come  from  Ven- 
ice to  depute  Cassio  in  Othello's  place. 
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Rod.  Is  that  true  ?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desdemona 
return  again  to  Venice. 

lago.  O,  no  ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  takes  away 
with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  unless  his  abode  be  linger- 
ed here  by  some  accident  :  wherein  none  can  be  so  deter- 
minate as  the  removing  of  Cassio. 

Rod.   How  do  you  mean,  removing  of  him  ? 

lago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place, —  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do  ? 

lago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit  and  a  right. 
He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  1  go  to 
him:  —  he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honorable  fortune.  If 
you  will  watch  his  going  thence, —  which  I  will  fashion  to 
fall  out  between  twelve  and  one,- —  you  may  take  him  at 
your  pleasure  :  I  will  be  near  to  second  your  attempt,  and 
he  shall  fall  between  us.  Come,  stand  not  amazed  at  it, 
but  go  along  with  me  ;  I  will  show  you  such  a  necessity  in 
his  death,  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to  put  it  on 
him.  It  is  now  high  supper-time,  and  the  night  grows  to 
waste :  about  it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

lago.   And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.    Another  j-oom  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Desdemona,  Emilia,  ajtd 
Attendants. 

Lod.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  trouble  yourself  no  further. 

0th.  O,  pardon  me  ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night;  I  humbly  thank  your  lady- 
ship. 

Des.  Your  honor  is  most  welcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walk,  sir  ?  — 

O, —  Desdemona, — 

Des.  My  lord  } 

Oth.  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant ;  I  will  be  returned 
forthwith  :    dismiss  your  attendant  there  :  iook't  be  done. 

Des.    I  will,  my  lord  .   [Exeunt  Oth.,  Lod.,  and  Attend. 

Emil.  How  goes  it  now  }  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Des.   He  says  he  will  return  incontinent  : 
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He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 

Einil.  Dismiss  me  ! 

\  Des.  It  was  liis  bidding;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu  : 
We  must  not  now  displease  him. 

Em//.  I  would  you  had  never  seen  him  ! 
Des.  So  would  not  I  :  my  love  doth  so  approve  him. 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  his  frowns, — 
Prithee,  unpin  me, —  have  grace  and  favor  in  them. 
Ein/l.   I've  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on  the  bed. 
Des.  All's     one. —  Good    faith,  how    foolish    are    our 
minds !  — 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prithee,  shroud  me  • 
In  one  of  those  same  sheets. 
Em//.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des.  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara  : 
She  was  in  love  ;  and  he  she  lov'd  prov'd  mad, 
And  did  forsake  her  :  she  had  a  song  of  "  willow  ; " 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  e.xpress'd  her  fortune, 
And  she  died  singing  it :  that  song  to-night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  ;  I've  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 
And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara. —  Prithee,  dispatch. 
Em//.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Des.  No,  unpin  me  here. — 

This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 
Em//.  A  very  handsome  man. 
Des.  He  speaks  well. 

Em//.  I  know    a  lady  in  Venice  would   have  walked 
barefooted  to  Palestine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 
Des.  The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  by  a  sycamore  tree, 

IS/nging. 
Sing  all  a  green  willow  : 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 
The  fresh  streams  ran    by  her,  and  murmur'd  her 
moans ; 
Siii^  willow,  willow,  willow  ; 
Her    salt    tears    fell    from    her,   and    soften'd   the 
stones ;  — 
Lay  by  these  :  — 
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Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  ;  \Singing. 

Prithee,  hie  thee  ;  he'll  come  anon  :  — 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland. 

ySinging>. 
Let  nobody  blame  him  ;  his  scorn  I  approve, — 
Nay,  that's  not  next. —  Hark  !  who  is't  that  knocks  "> 
Etnil.  It's  the  wind. 

Des.  I  call'd  my  love  false  love  ;  but  what  said  he  then  } 
Sing  willow,  willow,  willow:  [Szfigzng. 

If  I  court  more  women,  you'll  couch  with  more 
men. — 
So,  get  thee  gone  ;  good  night.     Mine  eyes  do  itch ; 
Doth  that  bode  weeping.' 

Emil.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.  I've  heard  it  said  so. —  O,  these  men,  these  men  !  — 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, —  tell  me,  Emilia, — 
That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands 
In  such  gross  kind  } 

Emil.  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world  t 
Etnil.  Why,  would  not  you  } 

Des.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light ' 

Emil.  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light ;  I  might  do't 
as  well  i'  the  dark. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world  .-* 
Etnil.  The  world's  a  huge  thing  : 
It  is  a  great  price 
For  a  small  vice. 
Des.  In  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not. 
Emil.  In  troth,  I  think  I   should  ;  and    undo't  when  1 
had  done.    Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  for  a  joint- 
ring,  nor  for  measures  of  lawn,  nor  for  gowns,  petticoats, 
nor  caps,  nor  any  petty  exhibition  ;    but,  for  the  whole 
world, —  why,   who   would    not    make    her    husband    a 
cuckold  to  make  him  a  monarch  }  I  should  venture   pur- 
gatory for't. 

Des.  Beshrew  me,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  world. 

Emil.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a   wrong   i'  the   world ; 
and  having  the  world  for  your  labor,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your 
own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 
Des,  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 
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Emil.  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as  many  to  the   vantage  as 
would  store  the  world  they  played  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands'  faults 
If  wives  do  fall :  say  that  they  slack  their  duties. 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps  ; 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies, 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us  ;   or  say  they  strike  us. 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite; 
Why,  we  have  galls  ;  and  though  we  have  some  grace. 
Yet  have  we  some  revenge.     Let  husbands  know 
Their  wives  have  sense  like  them  :  they  see,  and  smell, 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  sour. 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  that  they  do 
W^hen  they  change  us  for  others  ?     Is  it  sport  ? 
I  think  it  is  :  and  doth  affection  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth  :  is't  frailty  that  thus  errs.? 
It  is  so  too  :  —  and  have  not  we  affections, 
Desires  for  sport,  and  frailty,  as  men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  use  us  well  :  else  let  them  know. 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  so. 

Des.  Good  night,  good  night  :  heaven  me  such  uses  send. 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend  !      [Exeunt. 

ACT   V. 

Scene  I.     Cyprus.  A  street. 

Enter  Iago  and  RODERIGO. 

lago.  Here,  stand  behind  this   bulk  ;  straight  will  he 
come : 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home  : 
Quick,  quick  ;  fear  nothing;  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow: 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us  ;  think  on  that. 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 

Rod.   Be  ij^ar  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarr)'  in't. 
Iago.   Here,  at  thy  hand  :  be  bold,  and  take  thy  stand. 
[Retires  to  a  little  distance. 
Rod.   I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed  ; 
And  yet  he  hath  given  me  satisfying  reasons  :  — 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone  :  —  forth,  my  sword  ;  he  dies. 

[Goes  to  his  stand. 
Iago.   I've  rubb'd  this  young  quat  almost  to  the  sense, 
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And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  whether  he   kill  Cassio, 

Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 

Every  way  makes  my  gain  :  live  Roderigo, 

He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 

Of  gold  and  jewels  that  I  bobb'd  from  him, 

As  gifts  to  Desdemona; 

It  must  not  he  :  if  Cassio  do  remain, 

He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life 

That  makes  me  ugly  ;  and,  besides,  the  TVToor 

May  unfold  me  to  him  ;  there  stand  I  in  much  peril : 

No,  he  must  die  :  —  be't  so :  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter   Cassio. 

Rod.   I  know  his  gait,  'tis  he. —  Villain,  thou  diest  ! 

\Rnshesfrom  his  post,  a  fid  makes  a  pass 
at  Cassio. 
Cas.   That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'st : 
I  will  make  proof  of  tiiine.  [Draws,  and  wounds  Roderigo^ 
Rod.  O,  I  am  slain  ! 

[lago  rushes  from  his  post,  cuts  Cassio  behind  in 
the  leg,  and  exit. 
Cas.  I'm  maim'd  for  ever. —  Help,  ho  !  murder  !  murder  ! 

\Falls. 
Enter  OTHELLO,  at  some  distance. 

0th.  The  voice  of  Cassio  :  —  lago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod.  O,  villain  that  I  am  ! 

0th.  It  is  even  so. 

Cas.   O,  help,  ho  !  light  /  a  surgeon  ! 

0th.  'Tis  he  :  —  O  brave  lago,  honest  and  just, 
That  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wrong  ! 
Thou  teachest  me  : —  Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead, 
And  your  unblest  fate  hies  :  strumpet,  I  come  ! 
Forth  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes,,  are  blotted  ; 
Thy  bed  lust-stain'd  shall  with  lust's  blood  be  spotted. 

[Exi/. 

Enter  LODOVICO  and  Gratiano,  at  some  distance. 

Cas.  What,  ho  !  no  watch  ?  no  passage  ?  murder!  mur- 
der! 

Gra.  'Tis  some  mischance  ;  the  cry  is  very  direful. 
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Cas.  O,  help ! 

Lod.  Hark! 

Rod.  O  wretched  villain  ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  j^roan  :  —  it  is  a  heavy  night ; 
These  may  be  counterfeits  :  let's  think't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry  without  more  help. 

Rod.  Nobody  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death 

Lod.  Hark! 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in   his  shirt,  with   light  and 
weapons. 

Re-enter  IaGO,  with  a  light. 

logo.  Who's  there  ?  whose  noise  is  this  that  cries  on 
murder? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Logo.  Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 

Cas.  Here,  here  !  for  heaven's  sake,  help  me  ! 

Jago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.  The  same  indeed  ;  a  very  Valiant  fellow. 

lago.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  so  grievously  ? 

Cas.  lago.''  O,  I'm  spoil'd,  undone  by  villains! 
Give  me  some  help. 

Lago.  O  me,  lieutenant !  what  villains  have  done  this  } 

Cas.  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Lago.  O  treacherous  villains  !  — 

What  are  you  there  ?  come  in,  and  give  some  help. 

[  To  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Rod.   O,  help  me  here  ! 

Cas.  That's  one  of  them. 

Lago.  O  murderous  slave  !  O  villain  ! 

yStabs  Roderigo. 

Rod.  O,  damn'd  lago,  O  inhuman  dog  ! 

Lago.  Kill  men  i'  the  dark  !  —  Where  be  these  bloody 
thieves  ? 
How  silent  is  this  town  !  —  Ho  !  murder  !  murder  I  — 
What  may  you  be  }  are  you  of  good  or  evil  } 

Lod.  As  you  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 

Lago.  Signior  Lodovico  ? 

Lod.  He,  sir. 

Lago.  I  cry  you  mercy.     Here's  Cassio  hurt  by  villains. 
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Gra.  Cassio  ! 
lago.  How  is't,  brother  ? 
Cas.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  !  — 

Light,  gentlemen  :  —  I'll  bind  it  with  nny  shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter,  ho  ?  who  is't  that  cried  ? 

lago.  Who  is't  that  cried  ! 

Bian.  O  my  dear  Cassio  !  my  sweet  Cassio  ! 
O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio  ! 

lago.  A  notable  strumpet  !  —  Cassio,  may  you  suspect 
Who  they  should  be  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Cas.  No. 

Gra.  I'm  sorry  to  find  you  thus  :  I've  been  to  seek  you. 

lago.  Lend  me  a  garter  :  —  so. —  O,  for  a  chair. 
To  bear  him  easily  hence  ! 

Bian.  Alas,  he  faints  !  —  O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio  ! 

lago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. — 
Patience  awhile,  good  Cassio. —  Come,  come  ; 
Lend  me  a  light. —  Know  we  this  face  or  no  } 
Alas,  my  friend  and  my  dear  countryman 
Roderigo  ?  no  :  —  yes,  sure  ;  O  heaven  !  Roderigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice  } 

lago.  Even  he,  sir  :  did  you  know  him  .'' 

Gra.  Know  him  !  ay. 

lago.  Signior  Gratiano  ?  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon  ; 
These  bloody  accidents  must  excuse  my  manners, 
That  so  neglected  you. 

Gra.  I'm  glad  to  see  you. 

lago.  How  do  you,  Cassio  }  —  O,  a  chair,  a  chair  ! 

Gra.  Roderigo ! 

lago.  He,  he,  'tis  he. —  \A  chair  brought  in.]  O,  that's 
well  said  ;  —  the  chair  :  — 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence  ; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon. —  [To  Bianca]  For  you, 

mistress, 
Save  you  your  labor. —  He  that  lies  slain  here,  Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend  :  what  malice  was  between  you  ? 

Cas.  None  in  the  world  ;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 
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lago.  [/o  Bianco]  What,  look  you   pale  ?  —  O,   bear 
him  out  o'  th'  air. — 
[Cassia  and  Roderii^o  are  borne  off. 
Stay  you,  good  gentlemen. —  Look  you  pale,  mistress.''  — 
Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye  }  — 
Nay,  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon. — 
Behold  her  well ;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her: 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen  ?  nay,  guiltiness  will  speak, 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  'Las,  what's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter,  hus- 
band ? 

lago.  Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  scap'd  : 
He's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Emil.  Alas,  good  gentleman  !  alas,  good  Cassio  ! 

lago.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring. —  Prithee,  Emilia, 
Go  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supp'd  to-night. — 
\_To  Bianca]  What,  do  you  shake  at  that  ? 

Bian.  He  supp'd  at  my  house ;  but  I  therefore  shake 
not. 

lago.  O,  did  he  so .''  I  charge  you,  go  with  me. 

Emil.  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet ! 

Bian.  I  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil.  As  I  !  foh  !  fie  upon  thee! 

lago.  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  go  see  poor  Cassio  dress'd. — 
[To  Bianca]  Come,  mistress,   you   must   tell  's  another 

tale.— 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel. 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd. — 
Will  you  go  on  afore? —  [Aside]  This  is  the  night 
That  either  makes  me  or  fordoes  me  quite.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  n.     A  bedchamber  in  the  castle:  Desdemona 
in  bed  asleep  ;  a  light  bitrning. 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.   It  is  the  cause,  it  i/  the  cause,  my  soul, — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars  !  — 
It  is  the  cause. —  Yet  I'll  not  shed  her  blood; 
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Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow, 

And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. 

Yet  she  must  die,  else  she'll  betray  more  men. — 

Put  out  the  light, —  and  then  put  out  thy  light  : 

If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister, 

I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore, 

Should  I  repent  me:  —  but  once  put  out  thy  light. 

Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 

I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat 

That  can  thy  light  relume.  When  I  have  pluck'd  the  rose, 

I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 

It  needs  must  wither:  —  I'll  smell  it  on  the  tree. — 

{^Kissing  her. 

0  balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  peisuade 

Justice  to  break  her  sword  !  —  One  more,  one  more  :  — 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after  : —  one  more,  and  that's  the  last : 
So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal.     1  must  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  tears  :  this  sorrow's  heavenly  ; 
It  strikes  where  it  doth  love.—  She  wakes. 

Des.   Who's  there  }  Othello  7 

0th.  Ay,  Desdemona. 

Des.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord  .' 

0th.   Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemon  ? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime 
Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 

Des.  Alack,  my  lord,  what  may  you  mean  by  that? 

0th.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief ;  I  will  walk  by  : 

1  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit ; 

No, —  heaven  forfend  !  —  I  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 

Des.  Talk  you  of  killing  ? 

0th.  Ay.  I  do. 

Des.  Then  heaven 

Have  mercy  on  me  ! 

0th.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart  ! 

Des.   If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

0th.  Hum! 

Des.  And  yet  I  fear  you  ;  fo^  you're  fatal  then 
When  your  eyes  roll  so  :    why    I  should  fear  1  know  not, 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not ;  but  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 
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0th.  Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des.  TheyVe  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

0th.  Ay,  anti  for  that  thou  diesl. 

Des.  That  death's  unnatural  that  kills  for  loving. — 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip  ? 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame  : 
These  are  portents ;  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

0th.  Peace,  and  be  still ! 

Des.  I  will  so.     What's  the  matter  } 

Oth.  That  handkerchief  which  I  so  lov'd  and  gave  thee 
Thou  gav'st  to  Cassio. 

Des.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ! 

Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  perjury  ;  thou'rt  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des.   Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Yes,  presently : 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Cannot  remove  nor  choke  the  strong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  me  ! 

Oth.  I  say,  amen. 

Des.  And  have  vou  mercy  too  !  —  I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cassio 
But  with  such  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love  ;  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in's  hand. 

0  perjur'd  woman  !  thou  dost  stone  my  heart. 
And  mak'st  me  call  what   I  intend  to  do 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice  : 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

Des.  He  found  it,  then  ; 

I  never  gave  it  him  :  —  send  for  him  hither ; 
Let  him  confess  a  truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confess'd. 

Des.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee. 

Des.  How?  unlawfully? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Des.  He  will  not  say  so. 
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0th.  No,  his  mouth  is  stopp'o  ; 

Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for't. 

Des.  O,  my  fear  interprets  :  —  what,  is  he  dead  ? 

0th.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des.  Alas,  he  is  betray'd,  and  I  undone  ! 

0th.  Out,  strumpet !  weep'st  thou  for  him  to  my  face? 

Des.  O,  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not ! 

0th.  Down,  strumpet  ! 

Des.   Kill  me  to-morrow  ;  let  me  live  to-night ! 

0th.  Nay,  if  you  strive, — 

Des.  But  half  an  hour ! 

0th.  Being  done,  there  is  no  pause. 

Des.  But  while  I  say  one  pi^ayer  ! 

0th.  It  is  too  late.     {Sf/tothers  her, 

Eniil.  [W2thi7i]  My  lord,  my  lord  !  what,  ho  !  my  lord, 
my  lord  ! 

0th.  What  noise  is  this  ?  —  Not  dead  }   not  yet  quite 
dead  } 
I  that  am  cruel  am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  :  — 
So,  so. 

Emil.  \within'\  What,  ho  !  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

0th.  Who's  there  ? 

Emil.  \within'\  O,    good   my   lord,    I    would    speak  a 
word  with  you  ! 

0th.  Yes  :  —  'tis  Emilia  :  —  by  and  by. —  She's  dead. — 
'Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death  ; 
The  noise  was  high. —  Ha  !  no  more  moving  } 
Still  as  the  grave. —  Shall  she  come  in  }    were't  good  ?  — 
I  think  she  stirs  again: —  no. —  What's  best  to  do  ? 
If  she  come  in,  she'll  sure  speak  to  my  wife ; 
My  wife  !  my  wife  !  what  wife  ?  I  have  no  wife. 
O,  insupi)ortable  !  O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon,  and  that  th'  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Emil.  \%uithi?i\  I  do  beseech  you 

That  I  may  speak  with  you,  O,  good  my  lord! 

0th.  I  had  forgot  thee:  O,  come  in,  Emilia  :  — 
Soft, —  by  and  by  : —  let  me  the  curtains  draw. — 
Where  art  thou  ?  {Opens  the  door. 
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Enter  Emilia. 

What's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

Emit.  O,  my  good  lord,  yonder's  foul  murder  done ! 

0th.  What,  now  ? 

Emit.  But  now,  my  lord. 

0th.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Em/I.  Cassio,  my  lord,  hath  kill'd  a  young  Venetian 
Call'd  Roderigo. 

0th.  Roderigo  kill'd  ! 

And  Cassio  kill'd. 

Einil.  No,  Cassio  is  not  kill'd. 

0th.  Not  Cassio  kill'd  I  then  murder's  out  of  tune. 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd  ! 

Evtil.  Alas,  what  cry  is  that .' 

0th.  That!  what? 

Emit.   Out,  and  alas  !  that  was  mv  lady's  voice. — 
Help  !  help,  ho  !  help  !  —  O  lady,  speak  again  ! 
Sweet  Desdemona  !  O  sweet  mistress,  speak  ! 

Des.  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

Einil.  O,  who  hath  done 

This  deed  ? 

Des.         Nobody, —  I  myself.     Farewell  : 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord  :  O,  farewell !  \Dies 

0th.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd  .'' 

Emit.  Alas,  who  knows  ? 

0th.  You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  I. 

Emil.  She  said  so  :  I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

0th.  She's,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell : 
'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

Emil.  O,  the  more  angel  she. 

And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

0th.  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

Emit.  Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th.  She  was  false  as  water. 

Emil.  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  false  :  O,  she  was  heavenlv  true  ! 

0th.   Cassio  did  tup  her  ;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
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But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity.     Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

Einil.  My  husband  ! 

0th.  Thy  husband. 

Emil.  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  Cassio.     Nay,  had  she  been  true. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 
I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Riiiil.  My  husband  ! 

Oth.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  first : 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Etnil.  My  husband  ! 

Oth.  What  needs  this    iterance,  woman  ?    I  say  thy 
husband. 

Emil.  O  mistress,    villainy    hath    made    mocks  with 
love ! — 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  false  ! 

Oth.  He,  woman  ; 

I  say  thy  husband  :  dost  understand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

Eini'l.  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heart  : 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

Orh.  Ha! 

E'nil.  Do  thy  worst : 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  best. 

Emil.  Thou  hast  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  harm 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.     O  gull  !  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt  !  thou  hast  done  a  deed  — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword  ;  I'll  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. —  Help  !  help,  ho !  help  ! 
The  Moor  hath  kill'd  my  mistress  !  Murder  !  murder  ! 

Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  Iago. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter.?  —  How  now,  general ! 
Emil.  O,  are  you  come,  lago  .f*  you've  done  well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck. 
Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
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Emtl.  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'st  a  man : 
He  says  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false: 
I  know  thou  didst  not,  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain  : 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

lago.   I  told  him  what  I  thought  ;  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 

Eniil.   But  did  you  ever  tell  iiim  she  was  false  } 

hii^o.  I  did. 

Emil.  You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie  ; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie:  — 
She  false  with  Cassio  !  —  did  you  say  with  Cassio  ? 

lago.  With    Cassio,     mistress.      Go    to,    charm    your 
tongue. 

Emil.  I    will   not   charm   my    tongue;     I'm   bound   to 
speak : 
My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed, — 

Man.,  Gra.  O  heavens  forfend  ! 

Emtl.  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  on. 

0th.  Nay,  stare  not,  masters  :  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  strange  truth. 

Moti.  O  monstrous  act  ! 

Emil.  Villainy,  villainy,  villainy  ! 

I  think  upon't, —  I  think, —  I  smell't;  —  O  villainy!  — 
I  thought  so  then  ;  —  I'll  kill  myself  for  grief:  — 

0  villainy,  villainy  ! 

lago.  What,  are  you  mad  .''  I  charge  you,  get  you  home. 

Emil.  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak  ; 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now. — 
Perchance,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Ot/i.  O  !  O  !  O  !  {Ealling  on  the  bed. 

Emil.  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar ; 

For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th.  O,  she  was  foul  !  — •         [Rising. 

1  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle :  there  lies  your  niece. 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly  stopp'd: 
I  know  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Desdemon  !  I'm  glad  thy  father's  dead  . 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  :  did  he  live  now. 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 
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Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side, 
And  fall  to  reprobance. 

Otk.  'Tis  pitiful ;  but  yet  lago  knows 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed  ;  Cassio  confess'd  it ; 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her ;  I  saw  it  in  his  hand  : 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

Emil.  O  heaven  !  O  heavenly  powers  ! 

lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Eiiiil.  'Twill  out,  'twill  out :  —  I  peace ! 

No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  north : 
Let  heaven  and  men  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I'll  speak, 

lago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

Emil.  I  will  not. 

\Iago  offers  to  stab  Emilia. 

Gra.  Fie ! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Emil.  O    thou    dull    Moor !    that    handkerchief    thou 
speak 'st  of 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband ; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness  — 
More  than,  indeed,  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle  — 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

lago.  Villainous  whore  ! 

Efiiil.  She  give  it  Cassio !  no,  alas,  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband. 

lago.  Filth,  thou  liest  ! 

E»iil.   By  heaven,  I  do  not,  I  do  not,  gentlemen. — 
O  murderous  coxcomb  !  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife .'' 

OtJi.  Are  there  no  stones  in  lieaven 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder.?  —  Precious  villain  ! 
[Othello  offers  to  stab  lago,  but  is  disarmed  by  Montano: 
lago  stabs  Emilia,  and  t/ien  runs  out» 

Gra.  The  woman  falls ;  sure,  he  hath  kill'd  his  wife. 

Emil.  Ay,  ay: —  O,  lay  me  by  my  mistress'  side. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Mon.  'Tis  a  notorious  villain.     Take  you  this  weapon, 
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Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor: 
Come,  guard  the  door  without  ;  let  liim  not  pass, 
But  kill  him  rather.     I'll  after  that  same  villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave. 

{Exeunt  Moiitaiio  and  Gratian  ). 

Otli.  I  am  not  valiant  neither. 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword  :  — ■ 
But  why  should  honor  outlive  honesty  } 
Let  it  go  all. 

Emil.         What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady  } 
Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me?  I  will  play  the  swan. 
And  die  in  music  :  —  Willow,  willow,  willow. — [Singing. 
Moor,  she  was  chaste  ;  she  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor; 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss  as  1  speak  true  ; 
So  speaking  as  1  think,  I  die, —  1  die.  [D/c':i. 

0th.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber  ; 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper  :  — 
O,  here  it  is. —  Uncle,  I  must  come  forth. 

Gra.    [luit/iin]   If   thou    attempt    it,    it  will    cost    thee 
dear  : 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

Ot/i.  Look  in  upon  me,  then,  and  speak  with  me, 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  1  will  assault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.   What  is  the  matter.'' 

0th.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon  ; 

A  better  nev^er  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  I've  seen  the  day 
That,  with  this  little  arm  and  this  good  sword, 
I've  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop  :  —  but,  O  vain  boast  ! 
Who  can  control  his  fate.''  'tis  not  so  now. — 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weapon 'd  ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt. 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismay'd  }  'tis  a  lost  fear; 
Man  l)ut  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast. 
And  he  retires  :  —  where  should  Othello  go  ?  — 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  }  O  ill-starr'd  wench! 
Pale  as  thy  smock  !  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven,    . 
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And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.     Cold,  cold,  my  girl ! 
Even  like  thy  chastity. — 

O  cursed,  cursed  slave  !  —  Whip  me,  ye  devils, 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight  ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds  !  roast  me  in  suljjhur  I 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  tire  I  — 
O  Desdemon  !  dead,  Desdemon  !  dead  !  O  ! 

Enter    LODOVICO,  Montano,  Cas.S10  carried  in  a 
chair,  and  O^ctrsiv it/:  \  AGO,  prisoner. 

Lad.  Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate  man.?- 

_Oth.  That's  he  that  was  Othello  ; —  here  I  am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  viper?  bring  the  villain  forth. 

0th.    I    look    down    towards   his    feet, —  but    tliat's    a 
fable.— 
If  that  thou  be'st  the  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[  \\ 'oicnds  lago. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

[Othello  is  disarmed. 

lago.  I  bleed,  sir  ;  but  not  kill'd. 

0th.  I  am  not  sorry  neither  :  I'd  have  thee  live; 
For,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

Lod.  O   thou  Othello,  that  wert  once  so  good, 
Fall'n  in  the  practice  of  a  damned  slave. 
What  shall  be  said  tothee.-* 

Otk.  Why,  any  thing  : 

An  honorable  murderer,  if  you  will ; 
For  naught  I  did  in  hate,'but  all  in  honor. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confess'd  his  villainy ; 
Did  vou  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death  } 

Oih.  Ay. 

Cas.   Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

Oth.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensnar'd  my  soul  and  body  .'' 

Jago.     Demand    me    nothing :    what    you    know,   you 
know : 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod.  What,  not  to  pray  } 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

C>M.  Well,  thou  dost  best. 

Lod.  Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befall'n, 
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Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not.     Here's  a  letter 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo  ; 
And  here  another:  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 

0th.  O  V  iUain  ! 

Cas.  Most  heathenish  and  most  gross  ! 

Led.  Now  here's  another  discontented  paper, 
Found  in  his  [locket  too  ;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  t'  have  sent  tliis damned  villain, 
But  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
•Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

0th.  O  the  pernicious  caitiff  1  — 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  .' 

Cas.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  ; 

And  he  himself  confess'd  but  even  now 
That  there  hedropp'd  it  for  a  special  purpose 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

0th.  O  fool  !  fool !  fool  ! 

Cas.   There  is  besides  in  Roderigo's  letter, — 
How  he  upbraids  lago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch  ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast  :  and  even  but  now  he  spake. 
After  long  seeming  dead,^ — I'lgo  hurt  him. 
lago  set  him  on. 

Lod.  You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go  with  us; 
'Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  this  slave. 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty 
That  can  torment  him  much  and  hold  him  long. 
It  shall  be  his.     You  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  'V^enetian  state. —  Come,  bring  away. 

0th.  Soft  you  ;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
Fve  done  the  state  some  ser\nce,  and  they  know't    — 
No  more  of  that. —  I  pray  you,  in  your  letters, 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ;  nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice  :  then  must  you  speak 
Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wisely,  but  too  well  ; 
Of  one  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
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Perplex'd  in  the  extreme  ;  of  one  whose  hand, 

Like  the  base  Indian,  threw  a  pearl  away 

Richer  than  all  his  tribe  ;  of  one  whose  subdu'd  eyes. 

Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood, 

Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  med'cinable  gum.     Set  you  down  this  ; 

And  say  besides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 

Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 

Beat  a  Venetian  and  traduc'd  the  state, 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 

And  smote  him  —  thus.     [Stabs  himself  with  a  dagger. 

Lod.  O  bloody  period  !  • 

Gra.  All  that's  spoke  is  marr'd. 

0th.  I  kiss'd  thee  ere  I  kill'd  thee  ;  no  way  but  this, 

[Fa/ling  upon  Desdemona. 
Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [Dies. 

Cas.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon ; 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  [to  /ago]  O  Spartan  dog, 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed  ; 
This  is  thy  work  :  the  object  poisons  sight  ; 
Let  it  be  hid. —  Gratiano,  keep  the  house, 
And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  on  you. —  To  you,  lord  governor. 
Remains  the  censure  of  this  hellish  villain  ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture, —  O,  enforce  it  I 
Myself  will  straight  aboard,  and  to  the  state 
This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate.  {Exeunt, 
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